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Mtbtsriks be printed by the Socibtt. 
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,,GoogIc 



,,GoogIc 



PREFACE. 



The Manuscript Volumein which these Mysteries have 
been preserved formed part of the library at Towneley 
Hall, in Lancashire, collected by the family of Towne- 
ley j a family which, in the two last centuries, produced 
several remarkable men, through whom it becomes con- 
nected with the arts, with literature, and with science. 
The library was dispersed in two sales by auction, at , 
Evans' Kooras, in Pall Mall, the first in 1814, when 
there were seven days' sale; the second in 1815, when 
the sale lasted ten days. 

This manuscript, as well as the famous Towneley 
■ Homer, was in the first sale. It was bought by John 
Louis Goldsmld, Esq. From his possession it very 
soon passed to Mr. North, but before 1822 it had 
returned to the family in whose library it had for so 
many years found protection. 

By what means the Towneley family became possessed 
of it, or at what period, is not known. There is nothing 
known with certainty respecting any previous owner- 
ship. When, howevw, the catalogue of the Towneley 
books and manuscripts was prepared for the sale in 1814, 
Mr. Douce was requested to write a short notice for 
insertion in it. In this notice, after assigning the com- 
poution of the Mysteries to the reign of Henry VI. or 
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Edward IV.,* he says of the volume itself, that it is 
supposed to have formerly " belonged to the Abbey of 
Widkirk, near Wakefield, m the County of York." 

This supposition, however, he appears to have subse- 
quently considered as not worthy of much regard : for 
when Mr. Peregrine Edward Towneley, in 1822, printed, 
from ibis manuscript, the Judicium, as his contribution 
to the Roxburgh Club, an introduction was written by 
Mr. Douce, in which he says that the volume is " sup- 
posed to have belonged to the Abbey of Whalley," and 
to have passed at the dissolution into the library of the 
nei^bouring family of Towneley. 

On what foundation either of these suppositions rests 
we are not informed. The first, however, is that which 
has been most generally accepted, and the three principal 
collections of Mysteries now known have been usually 
quoted or referred to as those of Chester, Coventry, and 
Widkirk. 

In the absence of precise information, we may assume 
that the supposition of its having formerly belonged to 
*Vthe Abbey of Widkirk" was the Towneley tradition 
respecting it : and previously to any investigation it may 
be assumed, that if we are to trace the possession of sucli 

* Tbere is a paess^ in tfae Jvdicidu which may assist in determin- 
ing tbe period at which it was written. Tutivillas, in describing & 
fasbionable female, tells his brother dasmons "she is homyd like a 
kowe" (p. 31S). He appears to allude to the same description of 
bead dress which Stowe thus leeords :'" 1388. King Richaid (the 
second) married Anne, daughter of Veselaus, King of Bohem. In 
her daye«, noble women used high attire on thdr heads, piked Ilka 
homes, with- long trained gownes." 
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a volume aa tnis in a period before the reformation, next 
perhaps to the archives of some guild or odier corpora- 
tion in one of the cities or towns of Englandt we may 
expect to find it to the possession of some Conveotual 
society. The question of that early possession is, in 
fact, the question of the composition of these Mysteries, 
as to the place and people. We shall now endeavour to 
determine it. 

The supposition that this book belonged to "the 
Abbey of Widkirk, near Wakefield," has upon it remark- 
ably the characteristics of a genuine tradition. There is 
no distinct enunciation of the fact which the tradition 
proposes to exhibit, and yet out of the words of the sup- 
position we may decisively and easily extract what the 
fact in it originally was. There is no place called Wid- 
kirk in the neighbourhood of Wakefield, and neither 
there nor in any part of England was there ever an Abbey 
of Widkirk. But there is a place called Woodkirk in 
that neighbourhood, and at Woodkirk there was a cell 
of Augustinian or Black Canons, a dependance on the 
great house of St. Oswald, at Nostel. Whatever weight 
there may be attached to the supposition or tradition 
respecting the original possession, must, therefore, be 
given to the clwm of this Cell of Canons at Woodkirk. 

Woodkirk is about four miles to the north of Wake- 
field. A small religious Community was established 
there in the first half centuiy after the Conquest, by the 
Earls Warren, to whom.the great Lordship of Wakefield 
belonged, and they were placed in subjection to the house 
of Nostel. King Henry I. granted to the Canons of 
Nostel, a charter, for two fairs to be held at Woodkirk, 
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one at the Feast of the Assumption, the other at the 
Feast of the Nativity of the Blessed Mary. This grant 
was confiraiect by King StefJien.,, These fairs, in a rural 
district, continued to attract a concourse ,ctf people to the 
time of the Reformation. In the Valor of King Henry 
VIII. the profit of the tolls and stallage was returned at 
£13 6s.'6d., which was more than, one^fourth of the 
yearly revenue of the house. The buildings in which 
the. few Csfions resided have gradually disappe^gred. 
Some, portions of the cloisters were remaining not long 
f^... The church still exists, on a retired and elevated 
BUe^-and remains of large reservoirs for the Canons' fish 
in the vale below are still very conspicuous.' 

In the language as well as the style of these Mysteries, 
a diversity may be perceived, arising in part, perhaps, from 
tlie ^eater elevation of the characters or the subjects in 
one than- in another^ and in part also, perhaps, from their 
not having procee^d from one hand, and from the col- 
lection having been made up partly of compositions 
strictly original, and partly of compositions obtained from 
other similar collections.' in some of them, bowetfdp, 

' LoiDia AND Elmete, p. 240. 
g The languor of the Processus Poetarith seems to be more 
modem dian that of the other pieces. It is also of on entirely diSbr- 
ent structure. Pharao seems also to be by a different hand. Cssar 
' Augustus is plainly hy the same hand as I^abao. The heroes in 
both swear by " Mahowne." There are no Yorlishireisms in dther, 
nor can tuiy be traced in the ANHpt^ciAiao. The two Pageants of 
the Shefseuds aje luoong the most remarkable. Disputes about 
C«mil>oi)Trig)it might, be illustrated frgm, the topography o( aljpost 
every sheep-ieed.ing.parislLin the kingdom. The Shepherds dinners, 
school-learning, Cnto, are all intereeting pointti. The shepherds were 
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Hhe language is that of common life and of coiittlry clowns. 
Ifi these there are traces which cannot be mistaken of 'a 
northern, and it may be sand of a YoAshire origin. Few 
persons who have had any opportunities of hearing the 
language of the rural population of the West Riding of 
Yorkshire, can fail to (race it in such pieces *s the Mac- 
TATio Abel and the Prima, but especially the SEcuNi>A 
Pastorl'm. 

A few particular words and phrases may herebe^ded ; 
Dot that it can be safely affirmed that they are |>^ttliftr 
to the West Riding of Yorkshire, but of whi^ it wooW 
hot perhaps be over-stating to say, that thfey are' more 
frequently to be heard there than in any other district j 
and that they are all still existing in the vernacular of 
that district, in the senses in which they are here used, 
and often in the very connections in which they occur. 
** Umbithynke thee what thou saysse" — " Ather**— ** Let 
it be" — " be pease your dyn" — " hoille" — " go fViith> 

pv*t Mtmnomers. The beat iUtutrstion of this would be fbondia 
',''flieSlwpbG04e Caietidaii" of vbich there were seveisl black letter 
editioDB, witb cute, of (be sbepberdB feediog their flocks and obBerrjng 
the heavens. 'ITie first chapter is entitled " A great question asked 
between the shepheards touching the stars, and an answer made to 
the same question." The twenty-second " How shepheards by cal- 
culation and speculation know the xii si^ee, &c." The notim wu 
sotieniirely lost in the time of Shakespear. 

"Nine changes of the waterj star have been 
The Shepherds' note."— Winter's Tale, I. 2 Pol 
The two alterations in the Johannes Baftista, p. 169 and 171, seem 
intended to accommodati; this piece to the new order of things after 
the Reformation. The Mactatto Abel is one of the most interesting 
rf the «el. - We have in it an imitation of the vulgarest language of 
the Tulgarest clowns of the period. 
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greyn home" — *' Leming" as the name of a cow occurs 
in a Will of a West Ridii^ yeoman, — " here my hend," 
hand — " other-gates"-— " a craw to pluck" — "lig," lie — 
" mon" must — " funj" found — " pik," pitch—" sam" — 
" dedir" — " skelp" — " bir" — " mydyng" — " chyldre" — 
" barme" bosom — " kyn" — " kythe and kyn" — '• near- 
hMid"~"balk"-" Whet hirwhystyll" — "lake""**threpe" 
— "eaten out of house aid harbour*' — " what alys thee" 
-7- These are a selection; many others, perhaps some 
more striking, might be found ; but these words and 
phrases are still to be heard in the language of the com- 
mon people in the district in which Woodkirk was situ- 
ated. 

It may be said that such words and phrases are not 
peculiar to that district. Nq — few words or phrases can 
be declared to be peculiar to any circumscribed tract. 
But the question here really is, whether they may not be 
said to belong rather to that district than to any other ; 
and it is presumed, that comparing the language of the 
Mysteries with the Glossaries of the provincial tenns of 
various counties, the Yorkshire Glossary would su^^ly 
more illustrations or parallelisms than that of any other 
county, not excepting even the Glossary of Lancashire. 
It is a remarkahle fact, indeed, that there is so strongly 
marked a diversity between the language of the people 
inhabiting the plains which extend at the £eet of the 
English Appenntnes on the Efist and West sides, from 
NorthMmberland and Cumberland, till the ridge disap- 
pears in Staffordshire, 

Perhaps the supposition in the Towneley fiunily, on 
whatever it may have been founded, and the striking 
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resemblance which there is between the language of seve- 
ral of these pieces, and the langiu^ of the same class of 
society as it may still be heard on the hills and in the 
plains of Yorkshire, may be sufficient to render it at 
least a point of probabihty that the composition of these 
Mysteries, and the original possession of this Tolume, are 
to be attributed to the Canons of Woodkirk ; or thai 
the possession is to be traced to them, and the compo- 
sition, perhaps, to some one of the Canons in the far 
larger fraternity at Nostel. But the manuscript itself 
cont^ns that which connects it with Wakefield; and 
there are top<^raphical allusions in one of the pieces, 
the Secunda Pastorum, which belong to the country 
near Wakei^d and Woodkirk. 

Thus, at the beginning of the first is written in a 
lai^ hand " Wakefelde" and *' Berkers," the mean- 
ing of which seems to be, that on some occasion this 
Mystery was represented at the town of Wakefidd by 
the company or fellowship of the Barkers or Tanners. 
To the second is prefixed " Glover Pag..." without 
the word Wakefield. The imperfect word is " Pagina," 
which appears to have been used as the Latin term for 
these kinds of exhibitions or pageants. The meaamg 
appears to be that this was exhibited by the Glovers. 
At the head of the third, however, we find ** Wakbpbld" 
again, without the name of any trade, lliese are the 
only notices of the kind, except that at the head of the 
" PESEoaiNi" the words " Ftshee Pageant" occur.* 

* The waida LrrsTBrn Plat occur at the bead of the Phauo. 
Tbey were omlooked by the copyist, but the mistake is xtotlced in 
ttwEnUa. 
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- It is in the Secuhda Pa^oruh, wbiob iaimly:^0- 
scribed by Mr. ColHer as "the owst- suagular pipee in, 
the' whole collection"' tliat; the local allusione occur which 
tend so strongly to corrobonte the claim of Wotodkirk 
and its' Canons to the produotion of these Myst^tes. 
Intended, is the first instuioe, for the edification or ihff 
amusement- of the persons in the immediate, vicinity o£ 
the places' in which these Pageants were to. be exhibited* 
We'' may expect to find that there will be, when the sub", 
jectfairly admitted of it, attempts, to arrest tiieir atteoiUoB,' 
aad to 'interest their minds by such a sinifJe artiice as 
the introduction' of' the names of places with wfakfa they 
ifeie :bmiliar. Thus in the Chester Mysteries, ^.Ri'ver 
Conway is spoken of, and Boughton is mentioned, a 
kind of suburb to Chester. In the Secunda Pastobum — 

Secundus Pastor. — Whoshuld do us that ekome P that were 

a fowlle spett 
PriatHg Pttsior.-^Sotat! ebiewe. 

I have soght with my dc^es 
Alle Hotbery ebroges 
And of XV hogee 

Fond I hot oone ewe. 

1 ITie History of English Dramatic Poetry, 8to., 1831, Vol. II,' 
p; 180. Mr. Collier has given an analysis of this votntrie, as fae'baa 
afeo done of the Cheater aod Corentry Mysteries, with occasioD^ no- 
tices of resemblances 01 diasimtktritiea in the mode in which the same 
BiAject is treated. Mr. Cdlier has printed the Secukda Pastohcm 
as one of a small series of the more remarkable of the Mysteries 
which hare descended to our times. He is clearly of opinion that 
the Towneley M>8terie«are of Nortberri origin;, and that At book 
containing them, brftinged before the Refiwmation toaomcL ROi^om 
Fraternity. 
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Hdrba^isthe ntrnie of a vUlageabout.two or three piiles 
soU^WQst' fwHA Wakefield. Shtoges or Scr^gp ik a 
nbrtltem term allied to any piece of tough umndoE- 
ed'^otind nnire or less 'Covered with low brushwood. 

^^Ivfr'cfther local <aIknion ie less deeisiv^, thun this. 
W'hM> the two Shepherds appoint to meetj-tlie place 
whitfh'tfaey- appoint. i5>*'(he orokyd thocoei" Now 
thoUgh-'itJcannbti p«rhj^«,:be. shewn that, t^erew^s, any 
pl&ee or tree diea pceeiaely ao denominated* yet. if. can-, b^. 
sli«w»tlMt.at'iio great .distance from Horlntfy .there ff as 
a^.thai-tioae-a reraarkdUe thoro tree which was kpown .by 
tfaeUaroebflhe'.'Shefih?rd*s Thorn. It stood in M^i^l^- 
w^V^ear the borders of the two manors of Nottoa' and 
Dapton.^ ' A: Jury, in the ^th of £dward IV., on a qu^s- 
tion betw^n' James Strangeways, of HarUeyi and the 
Prior of Bretton, found that the Shepherd's Thorn " was 
in Darton;" and in the tune of Charles I., one John 
Webster, of Kexborough, then aged 77> dqxksed that 
the inhabitants of Ma|^>}ewell and Darton had been ac- 
customed to turn their sheep on the moor at all times, 
and. that it extended southward to a place called " The 
Shepherd's Thorn," where a thorn tree stood.' There 
.nuist be here more than an accidental coincidence.' 

, .There must hare heqn . a close connection between 
the CanoB&of Woodkirk and the burgesses of ^akefie](l* 

-* Sons YcHtKSBiRS. n. 373. Where foe. Norttm lead Nattea. 
Th« fconer WBa a uiBivint. 

r..3 SiDUTH YOKIUBIBE. II. 373. 

i.STl^^isprabf^ly alocalallnsiminthelisep. 1$^ "Berymein 
Cli}!4«tR|f«^i>f„tlifi Qfurelle he^c/' whidi naybeeuiljr underBloodby 
those acquainted viih the nei^bboorhood. 
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and Jfeqiient intercourse between tbem. Wake$^ haf| 
acquited the aesociatien with ita name of " Men^"'at *^ = 
early period, and it mi^ be that ^e eKhibititHi of (bea^ - 
very Rigeanbies may bsvfr faad-niuch to do with *h» , 
origin of the expression whieh is put by Fuller among 
the provincid expressions of Yorkshire^ *' Merry Waker: 
fidd." But it may also be surmised that the: ge^d 
Canons of .Woodkirk would draw upon the store of hu- 
mour in Uris volume* and upon the ta&te striking, and 
solemn and serious Scenes which occur in itt to attract 
the multibide to their Fairs, and thus increase the re- 
venues of their house. A rural Fair has eiways been a 
scene quite as much of amusement as of . buamess. Oc^ 
casionally of strife, too, as was the case with the Wood- 
kirk Nativity Fair, in the 9th of E^rard II., at which 
J(^n de Heton, and Amabil, his wife, with another per- 
son, perhaps their servant, appear to have made a gene- : 
rid assault on the persons there and dien assen^led.' 
But in general they would be peaceable and festive 
assemblies ; and as we peruse these dramatic pieces we 
cannot but perceive that in the representation of tbcM 
th»e would be much not only to entertain, Ixit to alfept 
seriously and serviceably the mmds of the simple rosties 
who, on these occasions^ were wont here to congregate, 
as well as to give them, in the way in which tikoy could 
best receive it, information concerning the principal 
events of sacred history. 

Dramatic representations of this nature are sometimes 
tailed Miracle Plays, and someUmes Mysteries. Not- 

' SODTH YoiuEMus; Vol. II„ p. 307. 
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withstanding the authority of the Wifeof Bath (Chaucer, 
The Wife of Batb*s Prologue, I. 538). We have given 
a preference to the latter appellation, es more strictly in 
accordance with the general character of these pieces. On 
the general question of theae Mysteries, and the impor- 
tant link which they constitute between the theatrical 
representations of antient and modern times, and the 
Hght which they throw upon the manners and customs 
and religious opinions of their period, the reader is re- 
ferred to the publications of Mr. Sharp, Mr. Markland, 
and Mr. CoUier. It is enough for a Society of this na- 
ture to lay bare the mine, and leave the skilful to extract 
its ore. One thing, however, has been deemed essen- 
tially requisite, a biief but comprehensive Glossary for the 
benefit of the general reader. It is only by such publi- 
cations as this that correct notions can be formed of the 
progressive state of the English language, and in such 
cases a good glossary concentrates their very spirit and 
utihty. 

The manuscript is of the folio size, written in a bold 
hmd upon strong parchment, and containing initial letters 
highly ornamented with the pen. Fac-similes of the 
hand-writiRg of a portion of the Flaoellacio (p. 205), 
and of an initial letter, are subjoined to these prefatorial 
remarks and notices. X 

The lines which rhyme with each other are in general 
connected by ligatures. The speeches are separated 
from each other by lines of red ink^ wliich is still fresh 
and brilliant. 

This manuscript was recommended to the notice of 
the Society, by William Bentham, of Upper Gower 
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Street, London, Esq., F. S. A., &c., and next to the 
Continuation of Wills and Inventories it received the 
greatest number of votes in couforuiity with tW.feventh 
Rule. 

The thanks of the Socie^-ere especially due to Pere- 
grine Edward Towneley, of Town^^, Esq., the owner 
of the manuscript, for his courtesy in permitting it to be 
transcribed for the press. This permission was obtained 
by the Reverend Dr. Lir^rd, to whom the Society i» 
under great obligations for this and other manifestations 
of his anxiety for its welfare. 

It may be almost needless to remark* fhai, great care 
was taken in obtaining a correct c&py of the Towneley 
Manuscript. And yet, notwithBtanding caution, there 
were mistakes in the transcript, and their nuiaber was 
not diminished by the press. The printed sheets, bow- 
ever, have themselves been carefully compared with the 
original manuscript by Joseph Stevenson, £sq. to whom 
the institution is under great obligations ; and the follow- 
ing Errata have been discovered, which, as extreme 
accuracy in its transcripts and publications is deemed 
essentially requisite by the Society, it points out here 
in limine that the reader may correct them with his 
pen before he becomes involved in the difficulties of a 
corrupt reading. 
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ADDENDA ET CORRIGENDA. 



p. 4, 1. 15, add t at the end of tbc tine. 
... 3, weond niiteat^ forfultt, retSfyuler, 
... 8, r. 8, add 7 at the end of tbe line. 
... 10, 1. ID, from bgttom, for nnn, reed mtyn. 

8, — for ahne, reaJ a Awff. 

S, , aJd comma after me, 

... II, L l,SoraneU,naianeld. 
... 87, for we matf, read wmM^ 

... 16,1. 4, drie the Mcoiid comroH, andfbr? read; 
... 14,1. 10, forn^Mrjnf, read imtryiL 
... IS, 1. 9, for Cayin, read Cagm. 
. ... 16, 1. 2, tor ikre*, read thrtvi. 
... SS, I. 8, for on, read Man. 
... aUii jadent, for ^ftne, read a/oaf. 

... 36, 1. 3, dele comma. 
... I. 8, for Ihrefor, read tire/or. 
.,. 37, fourth iiKtent, for On one, read omme. 
... ss, fifth indent, for Sem, rend Mm. 
... 30, 20 from t^oUom, for tiote, read tkare. 

13 ' — , for taedwien, read wed men, 

... SI, 1. IV 'ftar Mtt, mMrt [wederet.] 
... 3S, !■ 18, for hufe, read /h/V. 
... 58, 1. 30, for U/cn, read be fen. 
... 40, 1. 16, add ! after artyde. 
... 41, 11 from bottom afler Jnif, intert tthia.] 
.» 46, 1. IS, for hupiofte, rood in gtmrU, 
... 46, 1. G from bottom for bame to me, read bameteme. 
.... 48. 1. S, for aUe—to, read (hUMo. 
... 51, ninth indent for bomieit, read bmtdim. 
... 4S, aSbu Pkaraa, iatert L^ti^plmf Id the mar^. 
... 58, 7 trota bottom, for never, t^Aneven. 
... 59, 1. 1 J, for or wouf, read or 7 leaue. 
... 61, 4 from bottom for were, tt»i ware, 
... GS, I. I. foTvill, Te»A_fijfl. 
... 65, 1. 8, toififritlei/, Md/erlte^. 

1. S3, fi)T 2faa>, read nov. 
.,.'66, 1. I, for,yi)u,read^0i*. 
... 67, fifth indent, afier hattely place a commit. 
... — , fl from bottom, tor Ste, read TUf. 
... 68, 1. 8, for voaot, read you not. 

1. IS, foriett, read £Mf. 
... 69, 1- 5 from bottom, for tliSe, readfiiUe. 
... 71, 1. 18, for tvetidatid, read teeldaad. 
... 76, 9 from bottom, dele the comma after tecaan. 
... 81 1. 3, for eee, read ee, 

1 6 from bottom, insert a comma after atHgng. 
lait line but one, dele comma aftar %«. 
... BS, I. 3 from bottom for layd, read leyd, 
... 83, 1- 5. for httid, read Anw- 
... 8S, !. 13, for over ttuAart, read evertwiarl, 

33, for oixf, read and. 
... 8Bi I. T from bottom, after ^/insert you. 
... 89. 1. 19, for To, read TTiou, 
... 90, 1. 16, for My, read Bely, 
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ADDENDA. 

P. 90, 1. SS, fur Aaltom rend ioUom. 

... 91, !■ 9, dele the first coniDw, and instead of the second insert ! 

20, for you, read ye. 
... 93, 1. 19, for ^nntnf, read Urnyd. 

seventh indent, for recoide, read recorth. 
... 93, SI, insert:; Bttfce'tndortU like, 

.„ 95, 16 from bottom,for tycJ,read/^gAf,aDd insert a canniB after motie. 
... 19,- - after fc(,-insFrr («;■ 

... 96, 5, insert comma af^er lian. 

... 99, 9, for are, read urf 

^>. 101, 1. 23, for range, read ranyi 
... 104, 1. IT, for detylie, read deiiyiU 

... 105,1. 18 from bottom.foriMiuMvaerJeiMlcMW^ T 

... 106, 1. I, fron should perhaps be read Frou 
.„ i. SO, far jet, read re*. ■' ' 

... 107, 7, for/or, read /or. 
... 109, 32, for noc/a, for tiogA( 

... no, IC, for OR, read on. ^ 

... Ill, 17 from bottom, for froiff readtrede 
... 7, iot teaion imtdtiettm ' 

last line but ooe, ioiyade read^«b. 
... 112,1. 1 , for in«n^(, read ronirf)v 
... 114,1. 18, tor devUie, read detinlle 

31, for I wyt, read iwii 

2B, for qwant, read quia tli* 

3S, for bind, read bynd 

S3, for /oft, read /aft. 

last line but one, for dtiniU read deunUe 

\att line, fotiwlktiayre lead Mal^n^re. 
... 116, 5, from bottom, insert ' after teiK, aodfor&i, <m I tag you f 

read Ih m / toy you. 
... 11*, 15, dele comma after fctyn 

34, for Tku, read Mre 
... 117» S, forAe, read he. 

„. 11, from bottom, for So read &o andinsHtcommaafternow. 

„. lis, 2, for warle, read viarlo 
... 119, in runninit title, for Pbiua read Seceinda 

„. 121, I, for aiiedoi, read aHe dm 
... 124, 9, from bottom, for Sallaam redd Baiaavi 
,., 131, Priimii Sex, for Alleredy read Alle redy 

... 1S6, lines 1 and 2, insert comma (titer ■uiay and P after weynde. 
... 13T, lines 6 and 7, fori re»d aodfoTj^r zeaANe, 
.,. line IG &om bottom, for H ere read JJ^re 

... 141) 5, dele comma after vwnget 
... 142, line lOfron bottom, ^r dwtUe read dewtlle 
... \6i,Mne9,(oieeyUe,TeViActyUe 
... 1G8, 7 from bottom, for kerehu read Acre ^ 
„. 175, SI &om bottom, canUlyt See Glossary 
i,. S09, 10, for WM hen, read u/eMen 
... S33, SI, for aUtutgate, read Athui gate 
... 83G> eigfalh indent, for toded\r read Iqgedir 
... 366, 23, for ROrric, read mone 
... 377, 5 (mm bottom, for und, read and 
... S83, 16, for vxmnded, read u'ouflt'n 
... 399, 10 from bottom, for he, read be 
,„ 302, 17, for itetyiid,Te»dilevynd 
.,, 309( SS, for lewyi, read temyi. 
, . 3ll,30^forAie,readAt(. 
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TOWNELEY MYSTERIES. 



IK DBI NOMINE AUBK. 
AtllT FHIItCIPIO, 6AKCTA MARIA, MBO. 



WAKBnX.DB. 
BAXXMMM. 



Deut. Ego sum Alpha et O, 
I am the first and last also, 

Oone God in mageste ; 
Marvelose, of myght most, 
Fader, and Sone, and Holy Goost, 

One God in Trinyte. 
I am without begynnynge, 
My godhede ham none endynge, 

I am Grod in trone ; 
Oone God in persons thre, 
Which may never twynnyd be, 

For I ame God alone. 
AUe maner thynge is in my thoght, 
Wthhoutene me ther may be noght> 

For alle is in my sight ; 
Hit shalle be done after my wille, 
That I have thoght I shaUe fuMlle 

And manteyne with my myght. 
At the begynnyng of oure dede 
A&ike we hevene and erth, on brede, 

And lyghtes fayre to se ; 
For it is good to be so, 
Darknes from light we parte on two, 

In tyme to serve and be. 
Darknes we calle the nyght, 
And Uth also the bright. 

It shalle be as I say ; 
AfW my wiUe this is fiirth broght. 
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TOWNELEY MTSTEHlia 

Even an morne both ar thay wroght^ 

And thus is maid a day. 
In medys the water, bi oure assent, 
Be now maide the firmament, 

And parte ather from othere. 
Water above, i-wis. 
Even and morne mtude b this 

A day, so was the tothere. 
Waters, that so wyde ben spred. 
Be gedtred to geder in to one stede. 

That dry the erth may seym ; 
That at is dry the erth shalle be, 
The waters sJso 1 calle the see ; 

This warke to me is quern e. 
Out of the erth herbys shal spryng, 
Trees to florish and frute furth bryng, 
Thare kynde that it be kyd. 
This is done after my wille, 
Even and morne maide is ther tilie 
A day, this is the thryd. 
Sod and moyne set in the heven. 
With stames, and the pianettes seven. 

To stand in thare degre ; 
The son to serve the day lyght, 
The moyne also to serve the nyght, 

The fourte day shalle tliis be. 
The water to norisb the fysh swymend, 
The erth to norish bestes crepeand. 

That fly or go may. 
Multiplye in erth, and be 
In my bly^yng, wax now ye, 
This is the fyft day. 
ChenAym. Oure Lord God in trynyte, 
Myrth and lovyng be to the, 
Myrth and lovyng over al thyng ; 
For thou has m^e, with thi bidyng, 
Heven, and erth, and alle that is. 
And giden us joy that never shalle myi. 
Lord, thou art fulle mych of myght, 
That has maide Lucifer so brignt, 
We love the Lord, bright are we, 
But none of us so bright as he. 
He may well hight Lucifere, 
For lufly light that he doth here. 
He is so lufly and bo bright 
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It is grete joy to se that sight ; 
We lofe the, Lord, with all oure thc^ht, 
That sich thyng can make of nocht. 
Hie Deut rece^ d sko aoKo, et Ijve^for tedAit 

in eodem aolio. 
Ixxifer. Certes, it is a semely sight, 
SyD that we ar alle angels bright, 

And ever in blis to be ; j 
If that ye wille behold me right, 

Tliis maatre longes to me. 
I am so fare and bright, 
Of me commyg alle this light. 

This gam and alle this gle ; 
Agans my grete myght 

May thing stand then be. 
And ye welle me behold 
I am a thowsand fold 

Brighter then is the son, 
My strengthe may not be told. 

My myght may no Uling kon ; 
In heven, therfor, wit I wold 

Above me who should won. 
For I am lord of blis, 
Over alle this warld, i-wis, 

My myrth is most of alle ; 
Therfor my wille is this, 

Master ye shalle me calle. 
And ye shalle se, fulle sone aQone> 
How that me semys to sit in trone 

As king of blis ; 
I am so semely, blode and bone, 

My sete shalle be there as was his. 
Say, felows, how semys now me 
To sit in seyte of trynyty ? 
I am HO bright of ich a lym 
I trow me seme as welle as hym. 

Primus Ajigelus maius. Thou art so fayre unto 
my sight, 
Thou semys welle to sytt on hight ; 
So thynke me that thou doyse. 
Primus bonus Angelus. I rede ye leyfe that vanyt 
royse. 
For that seyte may dod angelle seme 
So welle as hym that alle shalle deme. 
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Secundtu bomu Angeba. I reyde ye eese of that 
ye saym 
For welle I wote ye carpe in vayne ; 
Hit semyd hym never, ne never shalle, 
So welle as bym that has maide alle. 

Secundtu nu^u Angelut. Now, and bl oght tlutt 
I can witt. 
He semys fulle welle theron to sytt, 
He is so fayre, with outten les, 
He semys fulle welle to sytt on des. 
Therfor, felow, hold thi peasse. 
And umbithynke the what thou saysse. 
He semys as welle to sytt there 
As God bjmself, if he were here. 

lAtcifer. Leyf felow, thynk the not so. 

Primus vuUug Angelus. Yee, God wote, so doK 
othere mo. 

Primus bonus Angelus. Nay, forsotb, so thynk 
not us. 

Ziwi/er. Now, therof a leke what rekes us ? 
Syn I myself am so bright 
TTierfor wilje I take a flyght. 

7\tttc exibtmt demoms elanuaulo, el didt primus. 

Primus demon. Alas, alas, and wde-wo ! 
Lucifer, why felle thou so 2 
We, that were angels so fare. 
And sat so hie above the ayere. 
Now ar we waxen blak as any coylle. 
And ugly, tatyrd as a foylle. 
What alyd the, Lucifer, to falle. 
Was thou not farist of angels alle? 
Brightest, and best, and most of luf, 
Wiui God bjrm self, that syttes aboyf ? 
Thou has maide ix, there was x. 
Thou art foulle commyn from thi kyn, 
Thou art fallen, that was the teynd, 
From an angelle to a feynd. 
Thou hast us doyn a vyle dispyte, 
And broght thi self to sorow and Mtt. 
Alas, ther is nocht els to say 
Bot we ai' tynt for now and ay. 

Secandus demon. — Alas, the joy that we were in 
Have we lost, for oure syn. 
Alas, that ever cam pride in thoght. 
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For it has broght us alle to noght. 

We were in myrth and joy enoghe 

When Lucifer to pride drogh. 

Alas, we may warrie wikyd pride. 

So may ye t^le that standes beside, 

We held with hym ther he saide leosse, 

And therfor have we alle unpeasse. 

Alas, alas, oure joy is tynt, 

We mon have payne that never shalle stynt. 

Deua .Erthly bestes, that may crepe and go, 

Bryng ye furth and wax ye mo, 

I see that it is good ; 
Kow make we man to our liknes, 
lliat shalle be keper of more and les. 

Of fwlea, and fysh in flood, 
Et Umgeteum. 
Spreyte of life I in the blaw, 
Good and ille both shalle thou knaw ; 

Rise up, and stand bl me. 
Alle that is in water or land, 
It shalle bow unto thi hand. 

And sufferan shalle thou be ; 
I gif the witt, I gif the strenght, 
Ctfalle thou sees, of brede and lengthe ; 

Thou shalle be wonder wise. 
Myrth and joy to have at wille, 
Alle thi likyng to fuimie, 

And dwelle in paradise. 
This I make thi wonnyng pisyce,] 
Fulle of myrth and of Bolace, 

And I seasse the therin. 
It is not good to be alone, 
To walk here in this worlhely wone, 

In alle this welthly wyn ; 
Hierfor, a rib I from the iake, 
Therof shalle be thi make. 

And be to thi helpyng. 
Ye both to goveme that here is. 
And ever more to be in blis. 

Ye wax in my blissyng. 
Ye shalle have joye and blis therin, 
While ye wille kepe you out of syn, 

I say without lese. 
Ryse up, myn angelle Cherubyn, 
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Take and leyd theym both in, 

And ley! them there in peasse. 

T\oK capit Ckervhyn Adam per nutnum, et dicet 
eit Dommu, 
Here thoo Adam, and Eve thi wife, 
I forbede you the tre of life, 
And I commaund, that it begat, 
Take which ye wille, bot aegh not that. 
Adam, if thou breke my rede. 
Thou ahalle dye a diilfuUe dede. 

ChenAyn. Oure Lord, our God, thi wille be 
done; 
I shalle go with theym fiille sone. 
For soth, my Lord, I shalle not 8ted 
Tille I h&\B theym theder led. 
We thank the Lord, with fulle good chere, 
lliat has maide man to be oure feere. 
Com furth Adam, I shalle the leyd. 
Take leut to me, I shalle the reyd. 
I rede the thynk how thou art wroght, 
And luf my Lord in alle thi thoght, 
That has maide the thrugh his wille, 
Angels ordir to fulfiUe. 
Many thyuges he has the giffen. 
And made the master of alle that lyffen, 
He has forbed the bot a tre ; 
Look that thou let it be, 
For if thou breke his commaundment. 
Thou skapys not bot thou be shent. 
Weynd here in to paradise. 
And luke now that ye be wyse. 
And kepe you welle, for I must go 
Unto my Lord, there I cam fro. 

Adam, Almyghty Lord, I thank it the 
That K, and was, and shalle be, 
Of thy luf and of thi grace, 
For now is here a mery place ; 
Eve, my felow, how thynk the this ? 

Eve. A atede me thynk of joye and blis. 
That God has giffen to the and me, 
Withoutten ende ; blissyd be he. 

Adam. Eve, felow, abide me thore, 
For I wille go to viset more, 
To se what trees that here been ; 
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Here are welle moo then we have seen, 

OreseS) and othere smalle fl cures, 

That stnelle fulle swete, of seyre colours. 

Eve. Gladly, sir, I wille fuUe fayne ; 
When ye have sene theym com agane. 

Adam. Bot luke welle, Eve, my wife, ■ 
That thou negh not the tree of life ; 
Fur if thou do he bese ille paide. 
Then be we tynt, as he has saide. 

Eve. Go furth aud play the alle aboute, 
I shalle not negh U whiles thou art oute. 
For be thou sekjr I were fulle loth 
For any thyng that He were wroth. 

Lvcijer. Who wend ever this tyme have seyn ? 
We, that in sich rayrth have beyn. 
That we shuld suffix so mych wo ? 
Who wold ever trow it shuld be so ? 
Ten orders in heven were 
Of angels, that had ofFyce sere ; 
Of ich order, in thare degre. 
The tea parte felle downe with me ; 
For they held with me that tyde. 
And ijiantenyd me in my pride, 
Bot herkyus, felows, what I say. 
The joy that we have lost for ay, — 
God has maide man with his hend, 
To have that blis withoutten end, 
The nine ordre to fulfiUe, 
That after us left, sich is his wiUe, 
And DOW ar thay in paradise 
3ot thens thay shalle if we be wise. 

Tbe MS. has apparently bere lost four leftVM. 
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MACTACIO ABEL, SECUNDA PAGINA. 

Garcio. Alle haylle, alle haylle, bothe blithe 
aod glad. 
For here com I, a mery lad, 
Be peasse your dyn, my master bad, 

Or els the deville you spede. 
Wote ye not I com before, 
Bot who that janglis any more 
He must blaw my blak noille bore, 
Both behynd and before, 

Tdle bis tethe blede. 
Felowes, here I you forbede 
To make nother ooee ue cry ; 
Who so is so hardy to do that dede 
The deville hang nym up to dry. 
Gedlynges, I am a fulle grete wat, 
A good yoman my master hat, 

Fiille welle ye alle hym ken ; 
Begyn he with you for to stryfe, 
Certes, then men ye never thryfe, 
Bot I trew, be God on life, 

Som of you are his men. 
Bot let youre lippis cover youre ten, 
Harlottes, everichon, 
For if my master com, welcom hym then. 
Fare weUe, for I am gone. 

Cayn, Go furth, Greyn home ! and war cute 
Grymel 
Drawes on, God gif you ille to tyme ! 
Ye stand as ye were fallen in swyme. 

What f wille ye no forther mare ? 
War, let me se how Down wille draw, 
Yit, shrew, yit, pulle on a thraw I 
What, it semys for me ye stand none aw, 

I say Donnyng, go fare I 
A, ha I God gif the soro and care ! 
Lo I now hard she what I saide ; 
Kow yit art thou the warst mare 
In plogh that ever I halde. 
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How ! I^e-liarnes, how ! com beder belife 1 

Garcia. I fend, Godes forbot, that ever thou 
thrifel 

Cayn. What, boy, shal I bothe hold and drife ? 
Heris thou not how I cry ? 

Gardo. Say Malle and Stott, wiUe ye not go ? 
Lemyqg, Morelle, White-home, io, 

Now wille ye not se how thay by ? 

Cayn. Gog gif the sorow, boy, want of mete 
it gars. 

Ganio. Hiare provand, sir, for thi, I lay 
behynd thare ars, 
And tyes them fast hi the nekes 
With many stanya in thare hekes. 

C^n. lliat aballe bi thi fals chekes. 

Garcia. And have agane as right. 

Cayu. I am the master, wilt thou fight ? 

Gardo. Yai, with the same mesure and weght 
That I boro wille I qwite. 

Cayn. We, now, no thyng, hot calle on tyte 
That we had ployde this land. 

Garcia. Harrer, Morelle, iofurthe, byte, 
And let the ploghe stand. 

AbelU. God as he botbe may and can 
Spede the, brotbere, and thi man. 

Cayn. Com kis myn ars, me list not ban, 
As welcom standes ther oute. 
Iliou shuld have bide til thou were cald, 
Com nar, and other drife or hald, 

And kys the deviUis toute. 
Go grese thi shepe under the toute, 
For that is the most lefe. 

Abeiie. Broder, ther is none here aboute 
That wold the any grefe ; 
Bot, leif brother, here my sawe, 
It is the custom of oure law, 
Alle that wyrk as the wise 
Shalle wor^ip God with sacrifice. 
Oure fader us bad, oure fader us kend. 
That oure tend shuld be brend. 
Com furthe, brotbere, and let us gang 
To worship God ; we dwelle fuUe lang ; 
Gif w« hym parte of oure fee. 
Come or cataUe, wheder it be. 
And therfor, brother, let us weynd, 
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And first clens us from the feynd 
Or we make sacrifice ; 
Then blis withoutten end 

Get we for oure servyce. 
Of hym that is oure saulis leche. 

Caf/H. How, let furth youre geyse, the fox wille 
preche ; 
How long wilt thou me appech 
With thi sermoDyog ? 
Hold thi tong, yit I say, 
Even there ^e good wife strokid the hay ; 
Or sit downe in the dewille way, 
With thi vayn carpyng. 
Shuld I leife my plogh and alle thyng 
And go with the to make offeryng ? 
Nay r thou fyndes me not ho mad ! 
Go to the deville, and say I bad I 
What gifys God the to rose hym so? 
Me gefys he nocht hot soro and wo. 

Abetie. Cayn, leife thb vayn carpyng. 
For God gifys the alle thi lifyng. 

Cayn. Yit boroed I never a farthyng 
Of hym, here my hend. 

AbeUe. Brother, as elders have us kend. 
First shuld we tend with oure hend 
And to his lofyng sithen he bread. 

Cayn. My farthyng is in the preest hand 
Syn last tyme I offyrd. 

Abelle. Leif brother, let us be waJJcand, 
I wold oure tend were profyrd. 

Cayn. We, wherof shuld I tend, leif brothere ? 
For I am iche yere wars then othere, 
Here my trouthe it is none othere. 
My wyanyngs ar hot meyn. 
No wonder if that I be leyn, 
Fulle long title hym I may me neyn. 
For bi hym that me dere boght 
I traw that he wille leyn me noght. 

Abelle. Yis, alle the good thou has in wone 
Of Godes grace is bot alone. 

Qxyn. Lenys he me as com thrift apon the so ? 
For he has ever yit beyn my fo, 
For had he my freynd beyn 
Other gates it had beyn seyn. 
When alle mens corne was fayre in feld 
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Then was myne Dot worthe an eld ; 
When I shuld saw, and wantyd seyde, 
And of come had falle grete nejde, 
Then gaf he me none of his. 
No more wille I gif hym of this. 
Hardely hold me to blame 
Bot if I aerre hym of the same. 

Abelk. X«if brother, say not so, 
Bot let us furth togeder go ; 
Good brother, let us weynd sone. 
No longer here I rede we hone. 

Cayn. Yei, yei, thou jangyls waste ; 
The deville me spede if I hare hast, 
As long as I may lif, 
To dele my good or gif 
Ayther to God or yit to man, 
Of any good that ever I wan; 
For haiTl giffen away my goode 
Then myghte I go with a ryfiFen hood, 
And it is better hold that I have 
Then go from doore to doore and crave. 

Abelle, Brother, com furthe, in Godes name, 
I am fulle ferd that we get blame ; 
Hy we fast that we were thore. 

CaifH. We, ryn on, in the devill's nayme be- 
fore. 
We may, man, I hold the mad, 
Wenys thou now that I list gad 
To gif away my warldes aght ? 
The deville hym spede that me so taghte I 
What nede had I my travelle to lose 
To were my shoyn and ryfe my hose ? 

Abelle. Dere brother, hit were grete wonder 
That I and thou shuld go in sonder, 
Then wold oure fader have grete ferly j 
At we not bretber, thou and I ? 

Ce^. No, bot cry on, cry, whyles the tliynk 
good; 
Here my trowthe, I hold the woode ; 
Wheder that he be blithe or wrothe 
To dele my good is me fulle lothe. 
I have gone oft on softer wise 
There I trowed some prow wold rise. 
Bot welle I se go must I nede, 
Now weynd before, iUe myght thou spede I 
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Syn that we shalle algates go. 

AbeUe. Leif brother, whi sais thou so ? 
Bot go we fuithe both togeder, 
Blissid be God we have fare weder. 

Cayn. Lay down thi trusselle apon this hille, 

AbeUe. Forsothe broder, so I wille ; 
Gog of heven, take it to good. 

Cayn, Thou shalle tend first if thou were 
wood. 

Abelle. God that ahope both erth and heven, 
I pray to thee thou here my stevett, 
And take in thank, if thi wille be. 
The tend that I offre here to the ; 
For I gif it in good enteat 
To thee, my Lord, that alle has sent. 
I hren it now, withe stedfast thoghte. 
In worship of hym that alle has wroghte. 

Cayn. Ryse let me now, syn thou has done ; 
L>ord of heven, thou here my boyue I 
And, over Godes forbot, be to the 
Thank or thew to kun me ; 
For, as browke I thise two shankys. 
It is fuUe sore myne unthankys 
The teynd that 1 here gif to the. 
Of com, or thyng, that nedeys me ; 
Bot now begyn wille I then, 
Syn I must nede my tend to bren, 
Ctone shefe, oone, and this makes two, 
Bot nawder of thise may I forgo j 
Two, two, now this is thre, 
Yei, this also shalle leif withe me ; 
For I wille chose and beat have, 
This hold I thrift of alle this thrafe ; 
Wemo, wemo, foure, lo, here ! 
Better groved me no this yere. 
At yere tyme I sew fare com, 
Yit was it siche when it was ^orne, 
Thystyls and breyrs, yei grete plente. 
And alle kyn wedes that myght he. 
Foure shefes, foure ; lo, this makes iyfe, 
Deylle I fast thus long or I thrife, 
Fyfe and sex, now this is seven, — 
Bot this gettes never God of heven. 
Nor none of thise foure, at my myghtC) 
Shalle never com in Godes sight. 
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UACTACtO ABEU 

Seven, seven, now this is aght,— 

Abeile. Cain, brother, thou art jtoi God be- 
taght. 

Cayn. We therfor, b it that I say ? 
For I wille not deyle my good away ; 
Bot had I gyfTen him this to teynd 
Then wold thou say he were my &eyud, 
But I thynk not, bi my hode, 
To departe bo Ughtly fro my zoode. 
We, acht, acht, and neyn, and ten is this. 
We, this may we best mys. 
Oif Him that that lighes thore ; 
It goyse agans myn hart fuUe sore. 

jlbelle. Cain, te^nd right of alle bedeyn. 

Caj/n. We, lo xtj, xv, and xvj. 

jibeile, Cayn, thou tendes wrang, and of the 
warst. 

Cayn. We, com nar, and hide myne een ; 
In the wenyand wist ye now at last, 
Or els wille thou that I wynk ? 
Then shalle I doy no wrong, me thynk. 
I^et me se now how it is ; 

Lo, yit I hold me paide, 
I teyndyd wonder welle bi ges, 

>^d so even I laide. 

Abelle. Cmne, of God me thynke thou has no 
drede. 

Caine. Now and He get more, the devtUe me 
spede, 
As mych as oone reepe. 
For that cam hym fuUe light cheap ; 
Not as mekille, grete ne smalle. 
As He myght wipe his ars with alle. 
For that, and this that lyys here. 
Have coat me fulle dere ; 
Or it was shome, and broght in stak, 
Had I many a wery bak ; 
Therfor aske me no more of this, 
For I have gifTen that my wille ib. 

Jbelle. Cud, I rede thou tend right 
For drede of hym that sittes oa hight. 

Ca^. How that I tend, rek the never a deille, 
Bot tend thi skabbid shepe wele ; 
For if thou to my teynd tent take 
It beae the wars for thi sake. 
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TOWNELEY HYSTERtES. 

Thou wold I gaf hym this sbefe, or this sheyfe, 

Na nawder of thise two wil 1 leife ; 

Bot take this now, ha< he two, 

And for my sauUe now mot it go, 

Bot it gos sore agaos my wille, 

And shal he like fuUe ille. 
Abdle. Caia, I reyde thou so teynd 

That God of heven be thi freynd. 

Cayn. My freynd ? na, not bot if he wille t 

I did hym neveryit bot skille. 

If he be never so my fo 

I am avisid gif hym no mo ; 

Bot chaunge thi conscience, as I do myn, 
Yit teynd thou not thi mesel swyne ? 
Abdle. If thou teynd ri^ht thou mon il fynde. 
Cayn. Yei, kys the devilla are behynde ; 
The deville hang the bi the nek ; 
How that I teynd never thou rek, 
Wille thou not yit hold thi peasse ? 
Of this janglyng I reyde thou seasse. 
And teynd I welle, or tend I ille, 
Bere the even and speke bot skille. 
Bot now syn thou has teyndid thyne. 
Now wiile I set fyr on myne. 
We, out, haro, help to blaw ! 
It wille not bren for me, I traw ; 
Puf, this smoke dos me myche shame, 
Kow bren, in the devillys name. 
A, what deville of belle is it ? 
Almost had myne brethe beyn dit. 
Had I blawen oone blast more 
I had beyn choked right thore ; 
It stank like the deviEe in belle 
That longer ther mygbte I not dwelle. 

AbeUe. Cain, this is not wortbe oone leke ; 
Thy tend shuld bren with outten smeke. 

Cayn. Com kys the deville right in the srs ; 
For the it brens but the wars, 
I wold that it were in thi throte, 
Fyre, and shefe, and iche a sprote. 

Deua. Cain, why art thou so rebelle 
Agans thi brother Abelle ? 
TTiar thou nowther flyte ne chyde. 
If thou tend righte thou gettes thi mede ; 
And be thou sekJr, if thou teynd fals, 
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KACTACIO ABEI. 

Thou bese alowed ther-after als. 

Cayn. Whi, who is that Hob oter the walle ? 
We, who was tliat that piped so amalle ? 
Com g(?we hens, for perels alle ; 
God is out of hys wit. 
Com furth, Abelle, and let us weynd, 
Me thynk that God is not my freynd. 
On land then wille I flyt. 

j&elle. O, Cayin, brother, that is ille done. 

Cayn. No,'bot go we hena sone ; 
And if I may, I shalle be 
Hier as God shalle not me see. 

Abelle. Dere brother, I wille fayre 
On feld ther oure bestes ar, 
To looke if thay be holgh or fulle. 

Cayn. Na, na, abide, we have a craw to putle ; 
Hark, speke with me or thou go, 
What wenya thou to skape so ? 
We, na, I aght the a fowlle dispyte. 
And now is tyme that I hit qwite. 

Abel. Brother, whi art thou so to me in ire ? 

Cayin. We, tlieyf, whi brend thi tend so 
shyre ? 
Ther myne did bot smoked 
Right as it wold us hothe have choked. 

Abel. Godes wille I trow it were 
That myn brened so clere ; 
If thyne smoked am I to wite? 

Cayin. We, yei, that shal thou sore abite ; 
Withe cheke bon, or that I blyn, 
Shal I the and thi life twyn. 
So lig down ther and take thi rest, 
Thus shalle elirewes be chastysed best. 

Abel. Venjance, Venjance, Lord, I cry; 
For I am slayne, and not gilty. 

Cayn. Yei, ly tliere old shrew ly there, ly I 
And if any of you thynk I did amys 
I shalle it amend wars then it is. 
That all men may it se 5 
Welle wars then it is 

Right so shalle it be. 
Bot now, svQ he is broght on slepe, 
Into yond hole fayn wold I crepe ; 
For rerd I qwake and can no rede, 
For be I taken, I be bot dede ; 
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Here wille I lig this foiirty dayes 
And I ghrea bym that me fynt rayse. 

Deut, Caym, Cayml 
Qq/m. Who 18 that that callis me ? 
I am yonder, may thou not se ? 

Detu. Caym, where ia thi brother AbeUe 7 

Capm. What askes thou me ? I trow at belle ; 
At helle I trow he be, 
Who so were ther theu my^t he se, 
Or Bom where fallen on Blepyng ; 
When was be in my kepyi^ ? 

Deta. Caym, Caym, thou was wode ; 
The voyce of thi bnitberes blode 
lliat thou has Blayn, on fab wise. 
From erthe to beven vengance cryse. 
And, for thou has broght thi brother down, 
Here I gif the my mallBon. 

Caym. Yei, dele aboute the, for I wille none, 
Or take it the when I am gone. 
Svn I have done so mekille syn, 
"Diat I may not thi mercy wyn. 
And thou thus dos me from thi grace, 
I shalle byde me fro thi face ; 
And where so any man may fynd me. 
Let byra slo me bardely, 
And where go any man may me meyte, 
Aytber bi sty, or yit be strete ; 
And bardely, when I am dede, 
Bery me in Gudeboure at the Quarelle hede. 
For, may I pas this place in quarte, 
Bi alle men set I not a farte. 

Hem. Nay, Caym, it bese not so ; 
I wille that no man other slo,* 
For he that sloys yong or old 
It shalle be punyshid sevenfold. 

Caym. No force, I wotc wheder I shalle ; 
In helle I wote mon be my stalle. 
It is no boyte mercy to crave. 
For if I do I mon none have ; 
But this cors I wold were hid, 
For Bom man myght com at ungayn, 
' Fie fab shrew,' wold he bid, 

* OpporiM thu line in the mirglii ■ more recent hand has added, " And thU 
ahalle Oo th; boddj dere." 
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UACTACIO A ML. 

And weyn I had my brother ilayn. 
Bot were Pike-hames, my knafe, here, 
We Bhidd beiy hym both in fere. 
How, Fyke-hameB, scape thryft ; how, Fyke- 
hamefi, bow 1 

Garcio. Master, master I 

Cajfm. Harstow, boy ? ther is a podyng in the 
pot ; 
Take the that, boy, tak the Uiac ! 

Garcio. I ^rew thi balle under thi hode, 
If thou were my ayre of fleshe and blode ; 
ABe the day to ryn and trott, 
And ever amang thou strykeand, 
Thus am I cc«ien bofettes to fott, 

Ct^m. Peas, man, I did it bot to use my 

' hand; 
But harke, boy, I have a counselle to the to say, 
I aloghe my brother this same day ; 
I pray the, good boy, and thou may, 
To ryn away with the bayn. 

Garcio. We, out apon the, thefe ! 
Has thou thi brother nlayn P 

Caym, Peasse, man, for Godes payn \ 
I saide it for a skaunce. 

Garcio. Yey, bot for ferde of grevance 
Here I the forsake. 
We own have a mekille myschaunce 
And the bayles us take. 

Caym. A, sir, I cry you mercy, seasse 1 
And I shalle make you a releasse. 

Garcio. What, wilt thou cry my peasse 
Thrugheout this land ? 

Caym. Yey, that I gif God a vow, belife. 

Garcio. IJow, wilt thou do long or thou 
thrife? 

Caym. Stand up, my good boy, belife. 
And thaym peasse boUi man and wife. 
And who so wille do afWr me 
Fulle slape of thrifb then shal he be. 
But tfiou must be my good boy. 
And ciy oyes, oyea, oy 1 

(Garao. Browes, browes, to thi bay.) 

Caym. I command you in the kynges nayme, 

(Garcio. And in my masteres, fals Gayme.) 
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Caym. Tliat no mu at thine fytid- swt ne 

blame, 
(Garcia, Yey, ctdd rort is u nrf mauoes 

hame.) 
Cnj/m. Kowther with hym nor with bw knsfe, 
(Ge^cio. What, I hope n^ mftstw rafe.) 
C^ih. For tt»J are trew, fUl« msay fold, 
fOarcio. My master suppys no coyle hot cold.) 
Ca^. The k;^g*rytfes yba uritille, 
(Gafeio. Tit «tB I iWvfir half my fille.) 
Caym. The kyHg wille that thay he safe, 
{ Garcio. Yey, a dfftght Of drynke fayae wrfd 

I hayfe.) 
Caym. At thare Awae witte iet th«m ws(^ ; 
f OrarWb. My itdmkk i» redy t» receyfe) 
Caym. Loke no man say to them, on nor 

other I 
(Garcio. This same is he that slo Mb brother.) 
Caym. Byd evfe^ than thaym luf and lowt, 
(Garcio. Yey, ille sptm weft fty comes fouie 

out) 
Caym.' Long or thou get tlu hoyse and thou 
go thus abdUte. 
Byd every man theym pleuse to pay. 
(Gareio. Yey gif Dob, thyne hors, a wisp of 

hay.) 
Caym. We; 0(»n downe in twenty devSIe way. 
The deville I the betake ; 
For bot it were Abelle, my brothere, 
Yit knew I never thi make. 
Garcio. Now did and yong, or that ye weynd, 
The same blissyng wjthoutten end, 

Alle E&Ai then ^Ue ye have, 
TTi&t God of beven my master has giffeO) 
Browke it welle, while that ye liffen, 

He vowche it fidJe' welle tafe. 
Caym. Cotti downe, yit in the deviUm my, 
And angre me no more ; 
And take yond ploghe, I say, 
And weynd the fartbe fast before ; 
And I shalle, if I may, 
Tech thte another tore, 

* It is pnibMe tbit Cain^ ipMdi commcncci with tbe Mit line. 
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HACTATIO ABEL. 

I warn the lad, for ay, 
Fro DOW furthe, evermore, 

That thou greve me noghte ; 
For, hi Godea sydes, if thou do, 
I shall hang the iqwn this jio. 
Withe this ropei lo, lad, IpJ 

By hym that me dere boghte. 
Now fKjrre weBe, felowea alle, 

For I must nedes weynd, 
And to the deville be thraUe, 

Warla withoutten md. 
Ord^d ther is my stalle. 

Withe Sathanas the feynd. 
Ever ille myght hym be&Ue 
That theder me cMBmend, 

This tyde. 
Van: welle les, and iare wdle more 
For now and ever more, 

I wiUe go me to hyde. 

mri-ictT iMCTACio Aautit. 

ntttVlTUa XAE. 
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PROCESSUS HOE CUM FILUS. 

WAKEFSLD. 

Noe. Myghtfulle God veray, maker of all 
that is, 
Tlire perGons withoutten nay, oone God in endless 

blis, 
Tliou maide bothe nyg^t and day, beest, fowle, 

and fysh, 
Alle creatures that lif may broght thou at thi wish, 

As thou wel myght ; 
The son, the moyne, Terament, 
Thou maide ; the Brmament, 
The flternea also fulle fervent, 

To shvne thou miude fill bright. 
Angels thou maide ful even, alle orders that is, 
To have the hlis in heven ; this did thou more and 

les, 
Fulle mervelus to neven ; yit was ther unkyndnes 
More bi foldes seven than I can welle expres. 

For whi ? 
Of alle angels in brightnes 
God gaf Lucifer most lightnes, 
Yit prowdly he flyt his des. 

And set hym even hym by. 
He thoght hymself as worth] as hym that hym made* 
In brightness, in bewty ; therfor he hym degrade ; 
Put hym in a low degre soyn after, in a brade, 
Hym and alle his menye, wlier he may be unglad 

For ever. 
Shalle thay never wyn away, 
Hence unto dotnys day, 
Bot bume in bayle for ay, 

Shalle thay never dyssever. 
Soyne after that gracyous Lord to his Itknes 

maide man, 
That place to be restord even as he began. 
Of the trinite bi accord, Adam and Eve that 
woman, 
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To multiplie without discord in paradise put lie 
tha^m, 

And sithen to both 
Gaf in comtnaundement, 
On the tre of life to lay no hend, 
Bot yit the fals feynd 

Made hym with man wroth. 
Entysyd man to glotony, styrd him to syn in pride, 
Bot in paradise securly myeht no syn abide, 
And therfor man fulle hasteiy was put out, in that 

tyde, 
III wo and wandreth for to be, in paynes fulle 
unrid 

To knowe, 
Fyrst iu erth, in sythen in helle 
With feyndes for to dwelle, 
Bot he his mercy melle 

To those that wille hym trawe. 
Oyle of mercy he bus bight, as I have hard red. 
To every Hfyng wight that wold lof hym and dred ; 
Bot now before his sight every liffyng leyde, 
Most party day and nyght, syn in word and dede 

Fulle bold; 
Som in pride, ire, and envy, 
Som in covetous and glotyny, 
Som in sloth and lechery, 

And other wise many fold. 
Therfor I.drede lest God on us will take veigance. 
For syn is now alod without any repentance, 
Sex hundreth yere and od have I, without dbtance, 
In.'erth, as any sod, liflyd with grete grevance 

Alle way ; 
And now I wax old, 
Seke, sory, and cold, 
As muk apon mold 

I widder away ; 
Bot yit wille I cry for mercy and calle, 
Koe, tbi servant, am I, lord over alle I 
. Therfor me and my fry sbal with me falle, 
Save from velany, and bryng to thi hatle 

In heven ; 
And kepe me from syn, 
TTiis waxld within; 
Comly kyng of mankyn 

I pray the here my stavyu 1 
»3 ■ 
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TOWNELEY HVSTERIES. 



Daa. Syn I have mtude all thyiig that is liflaDd, 
Duke, emperour, and kyog, with myne awne haud^ 
For to have thare lityng, hi see tmd bi saad, 
Every man to my bydying should be bommd 

Fulle fervent ; 
That Duude man sich a creatoure, 

arest of favoore, 
pan roust luf me paratnoure, 

By resoD and repent. 
Me tfaeght I showed man luf when I made bym to 

be 
Alle angels abuf, like to the trynyte, 
And now in grete repmfe fulle low hges he. 
In erth hym self to stuf with syn that displeesse me 

Most of alle ; 
Venjance wille I take, 
In erth for syn sake. 
My grame thus wille I w^e, 

Both of grete and smaSe. 
I repente fulle sore that ever made I man, 
K me he settes no store, and I am his soleran ; 
I grille diatroy dierfor both beest, man, and woman, 
Alle shalle peiish les and more, that bargan may 
they ban, 

Tliat Ule has done, 
in erth I se right no^t 
Bet syn that is unspgfat, 
"Of 'those thkt welle has wroght 

fyuA 1 bot afone. 
'Eharfor shaQ I fordo alle this medille-erd 
With floodes that shalle flo and ryn with hidous 

rerd, 
I have good cause therto, for me no man is ferd. 
As I say shall I do, of venjaoce draw -my swerd 

And make end 
Ofall that beris life, 
Safe Noe ilnd'his wHe, 
For thayWdldrrever-stryfe 

TVith'me then me offend. 
Hym tomefeille Wyn hasdy wille I go. 
To Noe my servand, or I blyn, to warn him of 

his woe, 
In erth I see bot syn reynand to and fro, 
Emang both more and tnyn, i<ihon (tther fo ; 
Wltii alle thai* entent ; 
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PROCESijUS NOE. 

AUb sball I for4? 

With Aoodes that shall f]oo, 

Wirk shall I thaym ym. 

That wille not rejwot. 
Noe, my freend, I thee comtnaod (r/m cares tlie 

to keyle, 
A ship that thou ordand of ^vle and bord ful 

weM, 
Thou was alway welle wirkand, to me trew as 

steiej 
To my bydjmg obedtance, frendslup sh«Ue then 

fele 

To mede ; 
or lenntfae tbl ship be 
Thre hundreth cubetts warn I the. 
Of heght even thirte, 

Of fj^iy ^s to brede. 
Anoynt thi ship with pik ftnd tar withoot apd ab 

within, 
The water out to spar, this is a nobje gyn ; 
IakA. no n?an ihe mar, thre .c,l^f? chambers 

^gy"> . ,. . . 

Thou mast spend many a spar this wark or tnou 

wyp 

To end fidly* 
Make in thi ship tdso, 
Parloures cone or two, 
And bouses of oJfyce mo. 

For beestes 4»at thgr Bpu^ he. 
Cone cubite qa .hjght ^ wyfl^o sh^ thou make, 
^Jn.tibB syde a doore T^itofilyj^t be-ne;rth shal 

thou take. 
With the Mud nowan fy^t nor.do ^(>e nolcyn 

wrake, 
Vibfai all is doyne thus right thi 'wife, that is thy 

make. 

Take in to the, 
Thi Bonnes.of good fame, 
Sem, Japhet, and Came, 
Take in also hame 

Thate wifiss also.thre. 
For all slml.be fordone that Uf inland hot ye, 
WiUi floodes that from abone shal WlSj and thai 

Jjl«nte; 
It siu^e begyn tulle sone to rsyn isti^^WAte, 
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After dayes seven be done and induyr dajes 
fourty, 

Withoutten faylle. 
Take to thi ship also 
Of ich kynd beestes two, 
Maylle and femaylle, bot no mo. 

Or thon pulle up thi saylle. 
For thay may the avaylle when al this thyng is 

wroghC; 
Stuf thi ship with vitaylle, for hungre that ye 

perish noght. 
Of beestes, foulle, and cataylle, for tfaaym have 

thou in thoght, 
For thaym is my counsaylle that som socour be 
soght, 

In hast ; 
Thay must have corn and hay, 
And oder mete alway. 
Do now as I the say. 

In the name of the Holy Gast. 

2fee. A, benedicite I what ait thou that thus 

Tellys afore that shalle be ? thou art fulle mar- 

velus. 
Telle me, for charitie, Uii name so entcius. 
Deu3. My nameis ofdignytetandalsofutlegtorius 
To knowe. 
I am God most myghty, 
Oone God in trynyty, 
Made the and idi man to be ; 

To luf meareUe thou awe. 
Nee, 1 thank the, Lord, so dere, that wold 
vowch sayf 
Thus low to appere to a symple knafe ; 
Blis us, X.ord, here, for chante I hit crafe, 
The better may we 8tere the diip that we shalle 
hafe, 

Certayn. 
Deus. Noe, to the and to thi fry 
My blyssyng graunt I ; 
Ye shalle wax and multiply, 

And fille the erth agane, 
When alle thise floodes ar past and fully gone 
aw^. 
N(>e. Lord, horn ward wille I hast as fast as that 
I may ; ' 
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PHOCESiiUS NOE. %0 

My [wife] wills I frast what she wille say, 
And I am agast that we get som fray 

Betwixt ufl both ; 
For she is fulie tethde, 
For litille oft angre. 
If any thyog wrang be 

Soyne is she wroth. 

Timcperget ad vxonm. 
God spede, dere wife, how fare ye ? 

Uxor. Now, as ever myght I thryfe, the wars 
I thee see ; 
Do telle me belife ^ere has thou thus long he ? 
To dede may we dryfe or lif for the 

For want. 
When we swete or swynk 
Thou dos what thou thynk, 
Yet of mete and of drynk 

Have we veray skant. 
Noe. Wfe, we are hard sted with tythynges 

new. 
Uxor. Bot thou were worthi he cled in Stafibrd 
blew; 
For thou art alway adred he it fals or trew ; 
Bot God knowes I am led, and that may I rew, 

Fulte Ule, 
For I dar be thi borow. 
From even unto morow. 
Thou apekes ever of sorow, 

God send the onys thi fille 1 
We women may wary allffnlle husbandes, 
I have oone, hi Mary! that lowsyd me of my baades; 
If he teyn I must tary how so ever it standes, 
With seymland fulle sory, wryngand both my 
hands 

For drede. 
Bot yit other while, 
What with game and with gyle, 
I shall smyte and smyle 

And qwite hym his mede. 
Noe. We, hold thi tong, Ram-skyt, or I shalie 

the stille. 
Uxor. By my thryft, if thou smyte I shal tume 

the untille. 
Noe. We shalie assay as tyte, have at the Gille, 
Apon the bone shal it oyte. 
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Uxor. A, SO msay, thon nnjtes ille ; 
Bot I«uppoee 
I dtal not ID thi det, 
Flytof this flettl 
Take the ther a langeU 

To tye up thi hose! 
Noe. A, wilt thou so ? mary. Hurt is myne- 
Uxor. ThonsbBl riiiMbr two, Iswere bi Codes 

pyne. 
Am. And I shaile qwlte the tho in fa^h or 

syne. 
Usnr. Out ofon thei ^o 1 
Noe. 13:4011 on bptji byte and jchyne 

With a rerd ; 
For alle if she stryke, 
^t fast wille she shrylw. 
In fayth I hold none alyke 

In alle medUie-erd ; 
Bot I w411e ketpe charyte for I have otido. 

Uxor. Here shal no man tary the, X pray the 
^ to, 
FuUe welle may we mys the, as ever have I ro ; 
To ^yn wille I dres we. . 
Jfoe. We, ■fare well^ lo ; 
Bot wife, 
Pray for me besele, 
To eft I com unto the. 

Uxor. Even as thou jirstys forjoe, 

As ever inwU I thi;ife. 
Noe. l-twry,fulle Ung &o jny waikej I tnw, 
Kow ,niy oere wille I Aog ^odttheder ward ^rfiw, 
I jQay nilfeiUe,gfuig:the soth for to kn&w, 
Bot, (f 'Go^'halpAinaa^ I TOty ^it dovrne ()aw 

To ken ; 
Naw assay wille I 
How I can of wrightn;, 
In nomine Patris et x ilii 

Et Spiritus SanctijA'iiien. 
To begvn of this tree-nyr bonys wille I bend, 
I traw^D'om tlw t^iwte.soe»iire wille'be send ; 
It fayres fulle fayre uiynke rae this war)t to my 

Ji^nd, 
Now blissid be he that this can junei]^.; 

Lo, hose ^.lenj(h(t 
Thre hnndreth cubettes evenly, 
Ofbreedloisit fyfty, 
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Tbe h^^t ia even ^yity 

Cubettes fulle stre^. 
Kow my gowne wille I cast njod wyrk in my oo«te, 
^Saks wiDe I the mast or I flyt ocme feot^, 
A, my bak, I traw, wille brntf tbis is a swy 

□ote, 
Hit is wcmder Uut I last sii^ an cH dote 

AUtidold. 
Te begyn eieh a wark I 
My bonys are bo stark, 
No wonder If thay warfc, 

For I am futle old. 
The top and the Mylle tioth wille [ mate, 
The helme and the castelle aim wille I t^ce, 
To drife ich a naylle wille I not forsake, 
TUs geie may never feyUe, that dar I andwtake 

On one. 
This b a noballe gyn, 
Thise nayles bo t^y ryn, 
TTioro more and myo, 

Thise hordes iah<m. 
Window and doore even as he Kude, 
Tlire ches chambre, thay ar vdle maide, 
Pyk and tar fulle sore tber apon laide, 
llus wille ever endure, therof am I paide ; 

For wJw ? 
It is better wrogbt 
Then I coade faaif tbogbt, 
Hym -that maide ttll <tf nogbt 

I tbaok oonly. 
Kow wille I by mk and no tlm^be leder, 
My wife and my neeveye to myng even heder. 
Tent hedir tydely, -wife, and oonsider, 
Hens must us fle alle sam togeder 

In hast. 
Uxor. Whi, syr, Whatalis you ? 
Who is that malis you ? 
To fle it avails you 

And ye be agast. 
Voe. Tber is garse onUie MyUe oilier, 'njr 

dame. 
Uxor. T^e me that ieh-adeyUe,'eU^ye 

blame. 
Noe. -He that eseeamay keiye, bUlsid be his 
name, 
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He has for oure seyUe to ibeld us fro shame. 

And sayd 
Aile the warld aboute 
With flodes so stoute, 
That shall ryn on a route, 

Shall be overlaide. 
He saide alle shalle be sl&yn bot oonely we, 
Oure baraes that ar bayn, and thare wifes thre ; 
A ship he bad me ordayn to safe us and oure fee, 
Therfor with alle oure mayn thank we that fre 

Beytter of baylle ; 
Hy UB fast, go we thedir. 

Uxor. I wote never whedir, 
1 daae and I dedir 

For ferd of that tayile. 
Noe. Be not aferd, have done, trus sam oure 



Primus filitu. It shalle be done fiille sone, 

brether, help to bere. 
Seevndusjilius. Fulle long shalle I not hoyne 
to do my devere, 
Brether Sem. 
TerciutJUiut. Without any yelp. 
At my myght shalle I help. 
Uxor. \A for drede of a skelp 

Help welle thi dam. 
Noe. Now ar we there as we shuld be, 
Do get in oure gere, oure catalle and fe. 
In to this vesselte here, my chylder fre. 

Uxor. I was never bard ere, as ever myght I 
the. 

In sich an oostre as this. 
In tayth I can not fynd 
Which is before, which is behynd, 
Bot shalle we here be pynd, 

Noe, as have thou blis ? 
Noe. Dame, as it is skille, here must us abide 
grace; 
Tlierfore, wife, with good wille com into this 
place. 
Uxor. Sir, for Jak nor for Gille wUle^I tome 
ny-face 
TiWs I heTe,on' this hille spon a space 
On niy rok ; 
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WeUe were he myght get me. 
Now wille I downe set me, 
Yit reede I no man let me, 

Foe drede of a kaok. 
Noe. Behold to the heven the cateractee alle, 
That ar open fuUe even, grete and smalle, 
And the pianettes eeven left has thare stalle, 
Huge thoners and levyn downe gar falle 

Fulle stout. 
Both halles and bowers, 
Castets and towers, 
Fulle sharp ar thise showers, 
That renys aboute ; 
Tlierfor, wife, have done, com into ship fast, • 
Uxor. Yei, Noe, go cloute thi shone, the bet- 
ter wille thai last. 
Prima Mulier. Good mother, com in sone, for 
alle is over cast. 
Both the son and the mone. 
Secwida Mulier. And many wyod 

blast 

Fulle sharp ; 
Thise Hodes so thay ryn, 
Tlierfor moder come in. 

Uxor. In fayth yit wille I spyn, 

AUe in vayn ye carp. 
Tercia Mulier. Ii ye like ye may spyn, moder, 

in the ship. 
Noe. Now is this twyys com in, dame, on my 

irenship. 
Uxor. Wheder I lose or I wyn, in fayth, thi 
felowship, 
Set I not at a pyn ; this spyndiUe wille I slip 

Apon this hille, 
Or I styr oone fote. 

Noe. Peter, I traw we dote. 
Without any more note 

Come in if ye wille. 
Uxor. Thei water nyghys so nere that I sit not 
dry. 
Into ship with a hyr therfor wille I hy 
For dreoe that I drone here. 

Noe. Dame, securly. 

It bees boght fulle dere ye abode so long by 
Out of shyp. 
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f/aw. I wille not, for thi hyiyag. 
Go &om doore to inydyng. 
Noe. In fayth and for youre long taryyng 

Ye shal Hk <m the wfayp. 
Uxor. Spare me not, I [vay th^ bot even as 
thou thynk, 
IliiBe grete wordes skoUe not flay me. 

Noe. Abide, dame, and drynk. 

For be^u shaQe thou be with this staf to thou 

stynk ; 
Ar strokes good ? say me. 

Uxor. What lay ye, Wat Wynk ? 

Noe. Speke, 

Ciy me mercy, I say [ 
Uxor. TTierto say I nay. 
Noe. Bot thou do, bi this day, 
Thi hede slulle I breke. 
Uxor. Lord, I were at ese and hertely fuUe 
hoyUe, 
Might I onys have a measse of wedowB coylle ; 
For thi sauBe, without lese, shuld I dele peony 

doylle, 
So wold mo, no fi*e8e, that I se on this so1« 

Of wifes that ar here, 
For the hfe that thay Jeyd, 
Wold those husbandes were dede. 
For, as ever etc I brede, 

So w(dd I oure syre were. 
Noe. Ye men that has wifes, whyles they are 

If ye lufyoure lifes, cbastice tkare toi^ : 
Me thynk my hert ryfes, both levyr and long. 
To se sich stryfes wedmen emong ; 
Bot as have Iblya, 
[I] shalle chaBtyie this. 
Uxor. Yit may ye mys, 
Nicholle Nedy I 
Noe. I shalle mate ye stille as stone, begynnar 
^ bhiBdnl 
I shalle bete the bak and bone, and breke alle in 
sunder. 
Uxor. Out, alas, I am gone I oute apon the, 

mans wonder I 
Noe. Se kow she can grone and J lig under; 
Bot, wife, 
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In this last let us ho, 
For my bak is nere in two. 
Uxor. And I am bet »o bio, 

That I may not thryfe. 
Primisfiliua. A, whi fare ye thus ? fader and 

moder both I 
Secumius fiiiwa. Ye shuld not be so spitus, 

standyng in sich a woth. 
Tereius JUiua. Thise ar so Hidus with many 

a cold coth. 
tJoe. We wille do as ye bid us, we frille no 
more be wroth, 
Dere barnes t 
Now to the helme wille I hent, 
And to my ship tent. 

Uxor. I se on the firmament, 

Me thynk the seven starnes. 
Noe. Hiia is a ^«te flood, wife, take hede. 
Uxor. So me thoght, as I stode, we ar in 
gicte drede ; 
Thise wawghes ar so wode. 

Noe. Help, God, in this nede I 
As thou art stere-man godd, and best, as I rede, 

Ofallej 
lliou rewle us in this raae, 
As thou me bebete base. 

Uxmr, TW is a perlous case. 

Help, God, when we ctdle ! 
N»e. Wife, tent the stere-tre and I sht^e asay ' 
He depnes of the see that we here, if I may. 
Uxor. That shaDe I do fulle wysely, no'fr go 
thi way, 
For apon this flood have we flett many day, 
With pyne. 
Noe. Now the water wille I sownd, 
A, it b far ta t^ grownd ; 
TTus travelle I expowwl 
Had I to tyne. 
Above alle hOlys bedeyn the water is rysen late 
Cubettes fifteni, bot in a higfater state 
It may not be I weyn, for this weRe I ^ate 
This fourty dayes has rayn beyn, it wijle ^rfor 
abate 

Fuile lele. 
This water in hast, 



,,GoogIc 



V MYSTERIES. 



Eft wtlle I tast, 
Now am I affOBt, 

It IS waayd a grete dele. 
Now ar the weders cest and cateractes knyt. 
Both the most and the leest. 

Uxor. Me thynk, hi my wit. 
The son shynes in the eebt, lo, is not yood it? 
We shuld have a good feest were tbise ilodes flyt- 
So spytuB. 
Noe. We have been here, aJle we, 
ccc dayes and fyfty. 

Uxor. Yei, now wanys the see. 

Lord, welle is us I 
Noe. The thyrd tyme wille I prufe what depnes 

we here. 
Uxor. Now long shalle thou hufe, lay in thy 

lyne there. 
Noe. I may towch with my hufe the grownd 

evyn here. 
Uxor. Then begynnys to grufe to us mery 
chere ; 

Bot, husband. 
What grownd may this be? 
Noe. The hyilys of Armonye. 
Uxor. Now bhssid be he 

That thus for us can ordand. 
Noe. I see toppys of hyilys he, many at a syght, 
No thyng to let me, the wedir is so brigbt. 
Uxor. Thise ar of mercy tokyns fuUe right. 
Noe, Same, thi counselle me, what fowlle best 
myght. 

And cowth, 
With flight of wyng 
Biyng, without taryying, 
Of mercy som tokynyng 

Ayther bi north or southe ? 
For this is the fyrst day of the tent moyne. 
Uxor. The ravyn, durst I lay, wille com agane 
sone. 
As fast as thou may cast hym furth, have done, 
He may happyn to day com agane or none 
With grath. 
Noe. I wille cast out also 
Dowfes DODc or two, 
Go youre way, go, 
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God send yoii som wathe ! 
Now ar thise fowles iloiie into seyr countre, 
Fray we fast ich-on, kneland oa our kne, 
To nytn that U alone worthiest of degre, 
That he wold send auone oure fowles som fee 
To glad us. 
Uxvr. Iliai may not faylle of land, 
The water is so wanand. 

tfoe. Tliank we God alle weldand, 
That Lord that made us. 
It is a wonder thyng, me thynk sothle, 
Tliai ar so long taryyng the fowles that we 
Cast out in the mornyng. 

Uxor. Syr, it may be 

Thai tary to thay bryng. 

Noe. TTie ravyn is ahungrye 

Alle way ; 
He is withoat any reson, 
And he fynd any caryon, 
As peraventure may befon, 

He wille not away ; 
The dowfe is more gentille, her tmat I untew, 
Like unto the turtilTe for she ia ay trew. 

Vxor. Hence bot a litille she comya, lew, lew ! 
She brynges in her bille som novels new ; 

Behaldl 
It is of an olif tre 
A branch thynkes me. 
Nm. It is Both, perde, 

Right so is it cald. 
Doufe, byrd fulle blist, fayre myght the befalle ! 
Tliou art trew for to tnst as ston in the walle ; 
Fulle welle I it wist thou wold com to thi baUe, 
Uxor. A trew tokyn ist we shalle be savyd idle. 
For whi ? 
The water syn she com, 
Of depnes ptom, 
Is fallen a fathom, 

And more hardely. 
Primut filiua. These floodes ar gone, fader, 

behold. 
Secundus _fiiius. Tlier is left right none, and 

that be ye bold. 
Tercim JUiiis. As stille as ft stone oure sbtp i> 
stold. 
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Noe. Apon land here anone that we were fayn 
I wold, 

My childer dere, 
Sem Japhet and Cam, 
With gle and with gam. 
Com go we alle sam, 

We wille no longer abide here. 

Uxor. Here have we beyn noy h>ng enoghe, 

With tray and with teyn, and dreed mekille woghe. 

A'oe. Behald on this greyn nowder cart ne 

Sloghe 
, as I weyn, nowder tre then boghe 
Ne other thyng, 
Bot alle is away. 
Many castela I say, 
Grete townes of aray, 

Flitt has this flowing. 
Uxor. These floodes notafright alle this warld 
so wide 
Has mevid with myght on se and bi side. 

Noe. To dede ar thai dyght prowdist ofprjde, 
Ever ich a wyght that ever was spyde 

With syn, 
AUe ar thai slayn, 
And put unto payn. 

Uxor, From thens agayn 

May thai never wyn ? 
Noe. Wyn ? no. i-wis ; bot he that myght base 
Wold myn of thare mys and admytte tnaym to 

grace, 
As he in baylle is blis I pray hym in this space, 
In heven hye with his to purvaye us a place, 

That we, 
With his santes in sight. 
And his angels bright, 
May com to his light. 

Amen, for charite. 

ZXPLICIT FROCESSUB KDZ, SEaDITItK ABB4B4II. 
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AbraJtam. Adonay, thou God veray, 
Tliou here us when we to the calle, 
As thou art he that best may, 
TTiou art most socoure aod help of alie f 
Mightful Lord ! to thee I pray, 
Let onys the oyle of merey falle, 
Shalle I never abide that day, 
Truly yit I liope I sfaalle. 
Mercy, Lord omnipotent I 
Long since He this warld has wroght, 
Wheder ar alie oure ciders went ? 
This musys mekille in my thoght. 
From Adam unto Eve assent, 
Ete of that appylle sporid he noglit, 
For alie the wisdom that he ment 
Fulle dere that bargan has he boght. 
From paradise that bad hym gang ; 
He went raowrnyng with symple chere. 
And after liflyd he here fulle lang, 
More then ccc yere. 
In sorow and in travelle Strang, 
And every day he was in were. 
His childre angred hym amang, 
Caym slo Abelle was hym fulle dere. 
Sitnen Noe, that was Irew and good, 
His and his chyldre three. 
Was saved when alie was flood ; 
That was a wonder thyng to se. 
And Lothe from Sodome when he yede. 
Three cytees brent yit eschapyd he. 
Thus, for thai menged my Lordea mede. 
He veugid syn thrngh his pauste. 
When I thynk of oure elders alie. 
And of the marvels that has been, 
^o gladnes in my hart may falle, 
My comfort goys away fulle cleyn. 
c2 
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Lord, when shalle dede make me Iiis thralle ? 

An c yeris, certes, have I seyn ; 

Ma fa I sone I hope he shalle, 

For it were right hie tyme I weyij. 

Yit Adam is to he He gone. 

And ther has ligen many a day, 

And alle oure elders, ever ychon, 

Thay ar gone the same way ; 

Unto God wille here thare mone, 

Now help, Lord, Adooay I 

For, certes, I can uo better wone, 

And ther is none that better may. 

Deus. I wille help Adam and his kynde, 

Mighte I luf and lewte fynd ; 

Wold thay to me be trew, and blyn 

Of thare pride and of thare svn : 

My servand I wille found and fraet, 

Abraham, if he be trast. 

On certao wise I wille hym prove. 

If he to me be trew of tuuf. 

Abraliam ! Abraham ! 
Abraham. Who is that ? war, let me se, 

I herd oone neven my name. 
Deus. It is I, take tent to me. 

That fourmed thi fader Adam, 

And every thyng in it degre. 
Abraham. To here thi wille redy I am. 

And to fulfille what ever it be, 

Deus. Of mercy have I herd thi cry, 

Thi devoute prayers have me bun, 

If thou me luf look that thou by 

Unto the land of Visyon ; 

And the thyrd day be ther bid I, 

And take with the Isaac, thi son. 

As a beest to sacryfy, 

To slo hym look thou not shon. 

And bren hym ther to thyn offierand. 
Abraham. A, lovyd be thou Lord in throne ! 

Hold over me. Lord, thy holy hand ; 

For certea thi bidyi^ shalle be done, 

Blissyd be that Lord in every land 

Wold viset his, servand thus bo soyn. 

Fayn wold I thii thyng ordand, 

For it perfettes noght to faoyne ; 

Thia commaundement must I oedet fullille. 
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If that my hert wax bevy as leyde ; 

Shuld I offend my Lordes wille 

Nay yit were I leyfffer my child were dede. 

What so he btddes me, good or ille, 

That shalle be done in every steede j 

Both wife and child, if he bid spille, 

I wille not do agans his rede. 

Wist Isaac where- so be were, 

He wold be abast now. 

How that he is in dangere. 

Isaac, son, wher art thou ? 

Isaac. Alle redy, fader, lo me here ; 
Now was I commyi^ unto you ; 
I luf you mekille, fader dere. 

Abraham. And dos thou so ? I wold wit how 
Lufes thou me, son, as thou has saide. 

Isaac. Yei, fader, withe alle myn hart, 
More then alle that ever was maide ; 
God hold me long your life in quart. 

Abraham. Now, who would not be gfad that 
had 
A child so lufand as thou art ? 
Thi lufly chere makes my hert glad, 
And many a tyme so has it gart. 
Go home, son, com sone agane, 
And telle tbi moder I com ful fast ; 
Hie trojissiet Isaac a patre. 

So now, God the saif nad sayne. 
Now welle is me that he is past. 
Alone, ryght here in this playn, 
Might 1 speke to myn hart brast, 
I wold that alle were welle ful fayn, 
Bot it must nedes be done at last ; 
And it is good that X be war, 
To be avised fulle good it ware. 
The land of Vision is ful far. 
The thrid day end must I be there ; 
Myn ass shalle withe us, if it thar, 
To here oure harhes les and more, 
For my son may be slayn no nar, 
A swerd most with us yit ther fore. 
And I shalle found to mak me yare. 
This nyghte wille I begyn my Way, ■ 
Thof Isaac be never so feyre, 
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And myn awn son, the sothe to say, 
And thof he be myn righte haire, 
And alle shulfl weld after my day, 
Goddes bydyng shalle I not spare ; 
Shuld I that ganstand? we, nay, ma lay I 
Isaac! 

Isaac — Sir 1 

Abraham.— L.uke thou be bowne; 
For certan, son, thi self and I, 
We two must now weynd furthe of towne. 
In far country to sacrifie. 
For certan skyllj-s and encheson ; 
Take wod and fyere with the, in hy, 
Bi hillys and dayllys, bothe up and down. 
Son, thou shal ride and I wiile go hi. 
Looke thou mys noghte that thou shuld nede, 
Do make the redy, my darlyng I 

Isaac. I am redy to do this dede. 
And ever to fulfille youre bydyng. 

Abraham. My dere son, look thou have no 
drede, 
We shal com home with grete lovyng ; 
Hothe to and fi-o I shal us lede, 
Com now, son, in my blyssyng. 
Ye two here with this asse abide, 
For Is.iac and 1 wille to yond hille, 
It is so hie we may not ride, 
Therfor ye twt* shal abide here stille. 

Primus Puer. Sir, ye ow not to be denyed ; 
We ar redy youre bydyng to fulfille. 

Secundus Puer. What so ever to us betide 
To do youre bidyng ay we wiile, 

Abraham. Godes blyssyng have ye bothe in 
fere ; 
I shalle not tary long you fro. 

Primus Puer. Sir, we shall abide you here, 
Out of this stede shalle we not go. 

Abraham. Childre, ye ar ay to me fulle dere, 
I pray God kepe ever fro wo. 

Ikctmdui Puer. We wiile do, sir, as ye us lere. 

Abraham. Isaac, now ar we bot we two. 
We muKt go a fulle good paase, 
For it is farther then I wend ; 
We shalle make mjf'the and grete solace, 
Bi this thyng be broght to end. 



,,GoogIc 



ABRAHAU. 

Lo, my son, here is the place. 

Isaac. Wod and fyere ar in my hend ; 
TelJe me now, if ye have space. 
Where is the beesl that shuld be brend? 

Abraham. Now, son, J may no longer layn, 
Sich wille is into myne hart went ; 
Thou was ever to me fulle bayn 
Ever to fulfiile myne entent. 
Bot certanly thou must be slayn, 
And it may be as I have nient. 

Isaac. I am hevy and nothyng fayn, 
Thus hastely tliat shalle be shent. 

Abraham. Isaac ! 

Isaac. Sir? 

Abrafiam. Com heder bid I ; 

Thou shalle he dede what so ever betide. 

IsoiK. A, fader, mercy ! mercy I 

Abraham. That, I say, may not be denyde ; 
Take thi dede therfor mekely. 

Isaac. A, good sir, abide ; 
Fader! 

Abraham. What, son ? 

Isaac. To do youre wille I am redy. 

Where so ever ye go or ride. 
If I may oght overtake youre wille, 
Syo 1 have trespast I wold be bet. 

Abraham. Isaac! 

Isaac. What, sir ? 

Abraham. Good son, be stille. 

Is€iac. Fader! 

Abraham. What, son ? 

Isaac. Think on thi get. 

What have I done ? 

Abraham. Truly, none ille. 

Isaac. And shall be slayn ? 

Abraham. So have I het. 

Isaac. Sir, what may help ? 

Abraham. Certes, no skille. 

Isaac. I aske mercy. 

Abraham. That may not let. 

Isaac. When I am dede, and closed in clay. 
Who shalle then be youre son? 

Abraham. A, Lord, that I shuld abide this 
day. 

Isaac. Sir, who shalle do that I was won? 



...Google 



TUWNELEV MVSTEniES. 

Abraham. Speke no siche wordes, god, I the 
pray. 

Isaac. Shalie ye me slo ? 

Abraham. 1 trow I mon ; 

Lyg stille, I smyte. 

Isaac. Sir, let me say. 

Abraham. Now, my dere child, thou may not 
shon. 

Igaac. The shynyng of youre bright blayde 
It gars me quake fur t'erd to dee. 

Abraham. Therfor groflynges thou shalie be layde. 
Then when 1 stryke thou shalie not se. 

Isaac. What have I done, fader, what have I 
saide ? 

Abraham. Truly, no kyna ille to me. 

Isaac. And thus gyltles shalie be arayde, 

Abraham. Now, good son, let siche wordes be. 

Isaac. I luf you ay. 

Abraham. So do I thee. 

Isaac. Fader ! 

Abraham. What, son ? 

Isaac. Let now be seyn 

For my moder luf. 

Abraham. Let be, let be [ 

It wille not help that thou wold meyn ; 
Bot ly stylle tille I com to the, 
I mys a lytylle thyng 1 weyn. 
He spekes so rufully to me 
That water sliotes in both myn eeyn, 
I were lever than alle warldly wyn, 
That 1 had fon hym onys unkynde. 
But no defawt I faund hym in ; 
I wold be dede for hym or pynde. 
To slo hym thus 1 thynk grete ey ii, 
So rufuUe wordes I with hym fynd ; 
I am fuUe wo that we shuld twyn, 
For he wille never oute of my mynd. 
What shal 1 to hys moder say ? 
For wher is he tyte wille she spyr ; 
If I telle hir, ron away, 
Hir answere bese belife — " nay, sir !" 
And I am ferd hir for to flay, 
I ne wote what I shalie say tille hir. 
He lyys fuUe stille there as he lay. 
For to I com dar he not styr. 
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Deus. Aiigelle by wiili alle ihi tnayn, 
To Abraliam thou sballc be sent ; 
Say, Isaac shalle not be filayn, 
He shalle lif and not be breat. 
My bydyng standes he not agane, 
Go, put hym out of his intent ; 
Byd hym go home af^ne, 
1 know welle how he ment. 

Angelut. Gladly, Lord, I am redy, 
Thi bidyng shalle be magnyfyed ; 
I shalle me spede ful hastely, 
The to obeye at every tyde ; 
Thy wille, Thy name, to glorifye, 
Over alle this warld so wide, 
And to Thi servaod now in hy. 
Good, trew, Abraham, wille 1 glyde. 

Abraham. Bot niyght I yit of wepyng sese, 
Tille I had done this sacrifice ; 
It must nedes he, witlioutten lesse, 
Thof alle I carpe on this kyn wise, 
The more my sorow it wille incres ; 
When I look to hym I gryse ; 
I wille ryn on a res. 
And slo hym here, right as he lyse. 

Angelus. Abraham ! Abraham ! 

Abraham. Who is ther now? 

War, let the go, 

Angelas. Stand up, now, stand ; 

llii good wille com I to alow, 
Therfor I byd the hold thi hand. 

Abraham. Say, who bad so ? any bot thou ? 

Angdua. Yei, God ; and sendes this beest to 
thyn oiferand. 

Abraham. I speke with God latter, I trow, 
And doyng he me commaund. 

Angelus. He has persavyd thy mekenes 
And thi good wille also, iwis ; 
He wille thuu do thi son no distres, 
For he has graunt to thee his hlys. 

Abraham. Bot wote thou welle that it is 
As thou has sayd? 

Angelus. I say the yis. 

Abraham. 1 thank Thee, Lord, welle of good- 
nes. 
That alle thus has relest me this ; 
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To speke with the have I no space 
Withe my dere son tille I have spokyn ; 
My good son, thou shal have grace, 
On the now wille I not be wrokyn, 
Ryse up now, with thi frely face. 

haac. Sir, shalle I lif ? 

Abraham. Yei, this to tokyn. 

Et oKulatur eum. 
Son thou has scapid a fuUe hard grace, 
Thou shuJd have beyn botbe brent and brokyn. 

Isaac. Bot, fader, shalle I not be slayn ? 

Abraham. No, certes, son. 

Isaac. Then am I glad ; 

Good sir, put up your sword agayn. 

Abraham. Nay, hardely, son be thou not adrad. 

Is€iac, Is allc forgeyn ? 

Abraham. yei, son, certan. 

Itaac. For ferd, sir, was I nere hand mad. 
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laaac. Com nere son and kys me, 
That I may feyle the smelle of the ; 
'rhe smelle of nw son is lyke 
To a feld with nouris, or hony bike. 
Where art thou, Esaw, my sou ? 

Jacob, Here, fader, and askes youre benyson. 

Isaac. The blyssyng my fader gaf to me, 
God of heven and I gif the ; 
God gif the plente grete, 
Of wyne, of oylle, and of whete ; 
And graunt tin cbildre alia 
To worslupe the, bothe grete and smalle ; 
Who so the blysays biyssed be he. 
Who so the waris wared be he. 
Now has thou my grete blyssyng, 
Love the ahalle alle thyne ofspryng, 
Go now wheder thou has to go. 
Decedet Jacob. 

Jacob. Graunt mercy, sir, I wille do so. 

Esaw. Have, ete, fader, of myn huntyng ; 
And gif me sythen your blyssyng. 

Isaac. Who is that ? 

Esaw. I, youre son ; 
Esaw brynges you venygon. 

Isaac. Who was that was right now here, 
And broght me bruet of a dere ? 
I ete welle, and biyssyd hym, 
And he is biyssyd iche a lym. 

Esaw. Alas t I may grete and sob. 

Iscac. Thou art begylyd thrughe Jacob, 
That is thyne aw ne german brother. 

Esaw, Have ye kepyd me none other 
Blyssyng then ye set hym one ? 

Isaac. Sich an other have I none ; 
' Bot God gif the to thyn handband 
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The dew of heven and frute of land ; 
Other then this can I not say. 

Esaw. Now, alas, and walo-way \ 
May 1 with that tratoure mete 
My fader's dayes sh^lle com with grete. 
And my moder's also, 
May I hym mete I shalie hym slo. 

Rebecca. Isaac, it were my deth 
If Jacob weddeth in kyad of Hetbe ; 
I wUle send him to Aran, 
There my brothere dwellys, Laban ; 
And there may he serve in peasse 
TUle his brother's wratli wifle seasse. 
Why shuld I apon a day 
Loyse bothe ray sonnes ? better nay. 

Jgaac. Thou says soth, wife, calle hym heder, 
And let us telle hym where and wheder ; 
That he may fle Esaw, 
That us bothe hetes bale to brew. 

Rebecca. Jacob, son, thi fader and I 
Wold speke with the ; com, stand us by. 
Out of contry must thou fle 
That Esaw slo not the. 

Jacob. Wheder ward shuld I go, dame ? 

R^ecca. To Mesopotameam ; 
To my brothere, and thyn eme, 
That dwellys besyde Jordan streme ; 
And tlier may thou with hym won, 
To Esaw, myne other son. 
Forget, and alJe his wrath be dede. 

Jacob. I wille go, fader, at youre rede. 

Isaac. Yei, son, do as thi moder says. 
Com kys us bothe, aud weynd thi ways. 
Et osculatur. 

Jacob. Have good day, sir and dame. 

Isaac. God sheld the, son, from syn and sh&me. 

Rebecca. And gif the grace good man to be. 
And send me glad tythynges to the. 

EXPLICIT II A Ad. 
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Jacfii. Help me Lord, Adonay, 
And hald me in the right way 
To Mesopotameam, 
For I cam never or now where I am, 
I cam never here in this conire, 
Lord of heven thou help me, 
For I have mtude me, in this strete, 
Sore bonya aud warkand feete. 
The son is downe, what is best P 
Her purpose I alle nyght to rest. 
Under my hede this ston ahalle ly, 
A nyghtes rest take wille L 

jDctm. Jacob, Jacob, thi God I am ; 
Of thi forfader Abraham, 
_ And of thi fader Isaac ; 
I shall the blys for thare sake. 
This land that thou slepys in 
I shalle the gif, and thi xyn, 
I shalle thi eeede multyply. 
As thyk as powder on erUie may ly. 
The VyoA of the shalle sprede wide. 
From eest to west on every syde, 
From the southe unto the oortbe, 
AUe that I say I shalle forthe. 
And alle the folkes of thyne oftpryog, 
Shal be blyssyd of thi blysgyng, 
Jacob, have thou no kyns drede, 
I shalle the clethe, I shall the fede. 
WhartfuUe shalle I make thi gate, 
I shal the help eriy and late. 
And alle in qwart shalle 1 bryng the 
Home agane to thi countre. 
I shalle not faylle, be tbou bold, 
Bot I shalle do as I have told. 
Hw vigils. 
Jacob. A Lord! what may this mene ? 
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What have Hierd in slepe and sene ? 

'riiat God leyiijd him to a steghe, 

And spake to me, it is no leghe ; 

And now ia here none othere gate, 

Bot Godes howse and heven's yate. 

Lord, how dredrulle U this stede, 

Tlier I layde downe my hede. 

In Godes lovyng I rayse this stone, 

And oylle wille I putt theron ; 

Lord of heven, that alle wote, 

Here to the I make a hote. 

If thou gif me mete and foode, 

And close to body, as I behoved. 

And bryng me home to kythe and kyn. 

By the way that I walk in, 

Withe out skalhe and inquarte, 

I promyse to the, with stedfast hart, 

As thou art Lord and God myne, 

And I Jacob, thi trew hyne, 

This stoyiie I rayse in sygne to day 

Shalle I hold holy kyrk for ay. 

And of alle that newes me 

Right wys tend shall I gif the. 

Hie egrediatur Jacob de Aran in terram fMtivitatia 

sua. 
A, my fader, God of heven, 
lliat sude to me, thrughe thi Steven, 
When I in Aran was dwelland, 
That I shuld turne agane to land 
Ther I was both fed and borne, 
Warnyd thou me lord befome, 
As I went toward Aran 
Withe my staff, and passyd Jordan, 
And now I com agane to kythe. 
Withe two ostes of men me withe. 
Thou hele me, Lord, to do welle with me, 
To multyplye my fieede as sand of see ; 
Thou save me. Lord, thrughe vertew, 
From Tenjance of Esaw, 
That he slo not, for old greme. 
These moders with thare barne to me. 

RachelU. Cure uiguydie, sir, is many fold, 
Syn that oure messyngers us told 
Tliat Esaw wold you slo, 
With foure hundreth men and mo. 
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Jacob. For sothe, fUchelle, I have liyra sent 
Of many beestes sere present, 
May tyde he wille our giftes take, . 
And right so shalle hU wrath slake ; 
Where ar oure thyi^es, ar thay past Jordan ? 

Lpa. Go and look, s!r, as ye can. 
Hie tcrtUatur mperlectiie, et lactetur tagdua e«m 
■ eo. 

Deua. The day spn'oges, now lett me go. 

Jacob. Nay, nay, I wille not go. 
Bot thou blys me or thou gang ; 
If I may I shall hold the lang. 

Deus, In tokynyng that thou spekes with me, 
I shalle toche now thi thee. 
That halt shalle thou ever more, 
Bot thou shalle fele no sore ; 
What is thy name thou me telle ? 

Jacob. Jacob. 

Deut. Nay, but Israelle; 

Syn thou to me siche strengthe may kythe. 
To men of erth thou must be stythe. 

Jacob. Ei I what is thy name P 

Deua. \^l^ ashes thou it ? 

WonderfuUe, if thou wil wyt. 

Jacob. A, biys me, Lord 1 

Deua. I shall the blj's. 

And be to the fulle pressyce, 
And gyf the my blyssyng for ay, 
As Lcord and he tl^t alle may. 
I shalle grayth thi gate, 
And fulle welle ordeyn thi state ; 
When thou has drede, thynk on me, 
And thou shal fulle welle saynyd be, 
And look thou trow welle my aayes ; 
And fare welle now, the day dayes. 

Jacob. Now have I a new name, Israelle ; 
Thb place shalle Fanuelle, 
For I have seyn in this place, 
God of heven face to face. 

Rochtilc. Jacob, lo we have tythand 
lliat Esaw is here at hand. 

Hie dividit tvrmaa in trea partes. 

Jacob. Rachelle, stand thou in the last 
eschelte. 
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For I wold thou were savyd wele ; 

Calle Joseph and Benjamin, 

And let them not fro the twyn. 

If it be so that Esaw 

Us before alle — to hew. 

Ye tliat ar here the last 

Ye may be savyd if ye fle fast. 

Et vadat Jacob otcutamlus Etaw, vmit Jiacobt 
JUdU ffoata exorando Deum et Uvatuh, Occur- 
rit iili Eaaw m ampkMinu. 

Jacob. I pray the, Lord, as thou me het, 
That save me and my gete. 

Esaw. Welcome, brother, to kjTi and kythe, 
Thi wife and childre that comes the with. 
How has thou faren in far land ? 
Telle me now som good tythand. 

Jacob. Welle, my brother Esaw, 
If that thi men no bale me brew. 
Dicit servis mis. 

Esaw. Wemo, felows, hold yoar« hend. 
Ye se that I and he ar frend, 
And frenship here wiUe we fiilfille, 
Syn that it is Gtodes willei. 

Jacob. God yeld yon, brother, that it so k 
That thou thi hyne so wold kys. 

Esaw. Nay, Jacob, my dei« brothece, 
I shalle the telle alle aootbeFe, 
Thou art my Lord thnigh dostyny ; 
Go we togeder both thou and i, 
To my fader and tiis~wife. 
That lofys the, brother, as thare lyie. 
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Moyttt, I^phetatn excitabit Deus de frattibus 
Testris ; 
Odqdu anima, quae dod audierit prophetam illume 

extermiDabititr de pt^ulo suo ; 
Nemo propheta sine honore nisi la patri^L hu&. 
AUe ye folk of Israelle, 
Herkjn to me, I wille you telle 

Tythynges farly goode ; 
Alle woteyB how it be felle 
Wherfor Adam was dampnyd to lielle, 

He, and alle his blode. 
Therfor wille God atyr and rayse 
A prophete, in eom man dayes. 

Of oure brethere kyn ; 
And alle trowes as he says, 
And wille walk in his ways, . 

From helle he wille (hem twyn. 
When his tyme beg^-nnys to day, 
I rede no man from hym dray. 

In way, ne stand on strut, 
For he that wille not here his saghe, 
He be shewed as an out-laghe. 

And from bis folkes be putt. 
I wame you welle that same prophete 
Shalle com here after ward, fulle swete, 

And many mervels shew ; 
Man shalle falle tllle his feete, 
For cause he can bales beete, 

Thrughe his awn thew. 
Alle that wille in trowth ren 
Shalle he save, I warne you then. 

Trust shalle his name be. 
Bot alle over wille man prophete ken 
With worshipe, amanges men, 

Bot in his ^wne countre. 
Herkyns alle bothe y'ong and old, 
God that has alle in wold, 
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Gretys you bi me ; 
His commaundementes ar ten. 
Behold ye that ar his men, 

Here ye may them se. 
His commaundements, that I have broght^ 
Looke that ye hold thaym noght 

For tryfyls, ne for fables ; 
For ye shalle welle understand 
That God wrote theym with his hand 

In thyse same tables ; 
Ye that thyse in hart wilte hald, 
Unto heven shalle ye be cald, 

That is fyrst to com ; 
And ye that wille not do so, 
Tille helle pyne mon ye go, 

And byde a bytler doflie. 
Do now as I shalle you wyt ; 
The fyrst commaundement ts this, 

That I shalle you say. 
Make no God of stok ne stone, 
And trow in none God hot ocme. 

That mayde bothe nyghce and day. 
Another bydes thou shall not swere, 
For no mede, ne for no dere, 

Falsly, bi Godes name ; 
If thou swere wrongwosly, 
Wit thou welle and wytterly, 

Thou art worthi grete blame. 
The thyrd is thou shalle welle yheme 
Thi holy day, and serve to wheme 

God withe alle thi haru 
Tlie fourt commaundement is bi taylle, 
Fader and moder worship thou shaUe, 

In povert and in qwarte. 
The fyft commaundes thou shalle fcn-sake 
Fornycacyon, and take the a tnoke. 

And lyf in rightewys elate. 
The sext commaundes tbou ^al not be 
Man sloer, for gold ne fee, 

Ne for luf, ae for hate. 
The seventhe commaundes that thmt shalle leve,' 
And uather go to stele He revo, 

For more then for ks. 
The aght bydes both old aad jong, 
TTiat fiiay be traw of tliare toi^. 
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And here no fala wUnes. 
The nenthe bydes the, bl thi lif. 
Thou desyre Dot thi neghbur's wife, 

Ne mayden that Is bis. 
The tent bides the, for no case, 
Desyie not wranwosly tbyng thi neghbur has ; 

Do thus and do no mys. 
I am the same man that God uiase. 
And take the ten conunaundements of peasse, 

In the monte Synay ; 
Thise wordes, I say, ar no les, 
My name is callyd Moyses ; 

And have now alle good day. 
David. Omnes reges adorabtaU eum^ onuto 
gente» tervient ei. 
Herkyn, alle, that here may, 
And perceyf weUe what I sh&lle say, 

Alle withe ri^wisnes. 
Loke ye put it not away, 
Bot thynk theron bothe nygbte and day. 

For it is sothelkstnes. 
Jesse son ye wot I am, 
David is my right name. 

And I here crowne ; 
Bot ye me trow ye ar to blame. 
Of Israel, bothe wyld and tame, 

I have in my bonden. 
As God of heren has gyfien me wit, 
Shalle I now syng you a. fytt. 

Withe my mynstrelsy ; 
Loke ye do it welle in wrytt. 
And theron a knot knytt. 

For it is prophecy. 
Myrthe I moke tiOe alle men* 
Withe my harp, and fyngers ten. 

And warn them that thsy glad. 
For God wille that his eon down send 
That wroght Adam with his hend 

And heven and ertb mayde. 
He wille lyght fro heven towre. 
For to be man's saveyoure, 

And save that is f<H'lome ; ' 
For that I harp, and myrth m»k«, ' ' 
Is for be wille m^ihsde tsJte, - ! ■' • .. 

I telle you thus befome ; 
b2 
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And thtder shalle he ren sgane, 
As gyant of mych raayne, 

Unto the hyest sete ; 
Ther k nawtber kyag, ne swayn, 
Then no thyng that may hjm layR, 

Ne hyde from his hete. 
He shalle be iJord and Kyng of atle^ 
Tylle hys feete shalle kynges falle, 

To offer to hym wytteriy ; 
BIyssyd be that swete blome, 
That shalle save us at his com, 

Joyfiille may we be. 
Riche gyftes thay shalle hym brj'ng^ 
And tiUe hym make ofieryng, 

Kneland on thare kne ; 
Welle were hym that that lordyng* 
And that dere derlyng, 

Myght bide on lyfe a&d se. 
Men may know hym bi his marke, 
Myrthe and lovyng is his warke, 

Tliat shalle he luf most. 
Lyght shalle be born that tyme in darke^ 
Both to lawd man and to clark, 

ITie luf of riglitewys Gost. 
IlieFfor bothe emperoure and kyng, 
Ryche and poore, botbe old and yong* 

Temper welle youre gle, 
Agans that kyng lyght downe, 
For to towse us of pryson. 

And make us alle free. 
Oitende nobis, Domine, miaerieordiam ttiam, et to- 

httare tttum da noiia. . . 

Thou shew thi mercy, Lord, tylle us. 
For to Thou com to helie we trus, 

We inay not go beside ; 
I<ord, when thi wiUe is for to dele 
Tylle us thi salve and thi hele. 

Whom we alle abydc. 
Now hare I songen you a fytt, 
Loke in mynd that ye have it, 

I rede with my myghte ; 
He that maide us alle with his Wytt, 
Sheld us alle from helle pytt, ' 

And graunt us heveti' Ij'ghte. 
Sibiila prvpheta. Judicii signum tetlus sudore 
madescit, 
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E ceelo rex adveniet per secla futunis, 
Scilicet in carne preesens ut judicet orbetn. 
Who so wylle liere tythjfiiffes glad. 
Of hym that alle this warld made, 

Here me wytterly ; 
Sibille sage is my name, 
Bot ye me here ye ar to Uame, 

My word is prophecy. 
AJle men was slayn thri^tie Adam syn. 
And put topyne that never shalle blyn, 

Tnrughe falsnes of the feynd ; 
A new kyng comes from hevea to fyght 
Agans the feynd, to wyn his right, 

So is his mercy heynd. 
Alle the warld shatie he deme, 
And that have servyd hym to wheme 

Myrthe thavm mon betyde ; 
Alle shalle se hym wtthe thare ee, 
BycTie and poore, low and hye, 

No man may hym hyde ; 
Bot thay shalle in thare fleshe ryse, 
That every man shalle whake and gryse, 

Agans that ilk dome. 
Withe hb santes, many oone. 
He shalle be sene in neshe and bone, 

That ]c}'ng that is to com, 
Alle that shalle stand hym before, 
Alle shalle be les and more, 

Of oone eld icheon. 
Angels shalle -qwake then for ferd. 
And fyre shalle brea this mydylle-erd, 

Yei, «rth and alle ther qion. 
Shalle nothyng here in ertbe be kend, 
Bot it shalle be strewyd and brend, 

Alle waters and the see. 
^then shalle bothe hille and dale 
Ryn togeder, grete and smale, 

And alle shalle even be. 
At hys caaanyna shalle bemys blaw, 
TTiat men may his commyng knaw, 

Fulle sorowfuUe shalle be that blast ; 
llier is no man that herys it, 
Bot he shalle qwake for alle his witt, 

Be he never so stedfast. 
Then shalle helle gape and gryn, 
d3 
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That men may know thare dome ther in, 

Of that hye justyce ; 
That ille have done to helle mon go, ■ 
And to beven the other also. 

That has been rightwys. 
Therfor, I rede ilk a man, 
Kepe as welle as he can. 

Fro syn and fro mysdede. 
My prophecy now have I told, 
God you save, hothe yong and old. 

And help you at youre nede. 
Daniel. Cum venerit Sanctus Sanctorum cea- 
abit unctio vestra. 
God that'maide Adam and Eve, 
Whils thay dyd welle, he gaf them leve 

In paradise to dwelle ; 
Sone when thay that sppylle ete, 
Thay were dampned, soue and skete, 

Unto the pyne of helle, 
Thrughe sorow and paynes ever new ; 
Therfor wylle God apon us rew. 

And his son downe send 
Into erthe, flesh to take, 
TTiat is alle for oure sake, 

Oure trespas to amend, 
lilesh withe fleshe wille be boghte, 
That he lose not that he has wroghtc 

Withe hys awne hend ; 
Of a madyn ahalle he be borne. 
To save (die that ar forlorne, 

Ever more witheoutten end." 

*Tbii Psgeant u sppsrentlj unfinished, % portioD of the bottom of fbL IS, h^ 
•nd the vfaole of fbL 30, being ten blank. 
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■Pkarao. Peas, of payn tliat no man pas -, 
But kepe the course that I commauade. 
And take good hede of hym that has 
Youre helthe alle holy in hys hande ; 
For kyng Pharro my fader was. 
And led thys lordshyp of thys land, 
I am hys bavre as age wylle has, 
Ever in stede to styr or stand. 
Aile Egypt is myne awne 
To ieede aftyr my law, 
I wold my myghte were knowae 
And honoryd, as hit awe. 
Fulle low he shalle be thrawne 
That harkyos not my sawe, . 

Hansed hy and drawne, 
Therfor no boste ye blaw ; 
Bot as for kyng I commaund peasse, 
To aJle the people of thys empyre. 
Looke no man put hym self in preasse, 
Bot that wylle do as I desyre, 
And of youre wordes took that ye seasse. 
Take tent to me, youre soferand syre. 
That may youre comfort most increasse, 
And to my lyst bowe lyfe and lyre. ' 

Primus Milea. My Lord, if any here were, 
That wold not wyrk youre wylle. 
If we myghte com thaym nere, 
FuUe soyn we sbuld theym spyUe. 

PAarao. Thrugbe out my kyngdom wold I 
ken, 
And kun hym thank that wold me telle, 
tf any were so waryd men 
That wold my fors down felle. 

Secundug Miles. My Lord, ye have a manner 
of men 
That make great mastres us emelle ; 
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The Jues that won in Gereen, 
Thay ar callyd cliyldyr of Israel. 
Thay multyplye fuile fast. 
And sothly we suppose 
That shalle ever last, 
Oure lordshyp for to lose. 

Pharao. Why, how have thay syche gawdes 
begun? 
At thay of myght to make sych frayes ? 

Primus nuke. Yei, Lord, fuUe felle folk (her 
was fun 
In kyn^ Pharao, youre Oder's, dayes. 
Hiay cam of Josephe, was Jacob son. 
He was a prince worthy to prayse, 
In sythen in ryst have thay ay ron ; 
Thus ar thay lyke to lose youre layse, 
Thay wylle confound you cleyn, 
Bot if thay soner seasse. 

Pharao. What, devylle, is that thay meyn 
That thay so fast incresse ? 

Secundus Miles. How thay incres fuUe welle 
we ken, 
As oure faders dyd understand ; 
Thay were hot sexty and ten 
When thay fyrst cam in to thys land, 
Sythen have sojerned in Gersen 
Four hundred wynter, I dar warand ; 
Now ar tiiay nowmbred of myghty men 
Moo then ccc thousand, 
Wythe outen wyfe and chyld. 
Or hyrdes that kepe tliare fee. 

Pharao. How thus mygbte we be begyled ? 
Bot shalle it not be ; 

For wythe quautyie we shalle thayni quelle, 
So that thay sbaUe not far sprede. 

Primus Miles. My hard, we have bard oure 
faders telle. 
And clei^es that welle couthe rede, 
Ther shuld a man walk us amelle 
That shold fordo us and oure dede. 

Pharao. Fy on hym, to the devylle of liell^, 
Sych destyny wyile we not drede ; 
We shialle make mydwyfes to spylle them 
Where any Ebrew is borne, 
And alle menkynde to kylle them. 
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So shalle they soyn be lorne. 
And as for elder have I none awe, 
^che bondage shalle I to theyoi beyde. 
To dyke and delf, bere and draw, 
And to do idle unhonest deyde ; 
So shalle these laddes be holden law. 
In thraldom ever thare lyfe to kyde. 
Secwndua MUes, Now, certes, toys wasasotelte 

Thus shalle these folk no farthere sprede. 

Pkarao. Now help to hald theyin downe, 
Look I no fayntnes fynde. 

Primus MUes. Alle redy, Lord, we shalle be 
bowne. 
In bondage thaym to bynde. 

Tunc itUrat Moysa cam virgd m flunu, «fc. 

Moyteg. Gret God, that alio thys warld beg«n, 
And growndyd it In good degre, 
lliou mayde me, Moyses, unto man, 
And sythen thou savyd me from the se, 
^iig Fharao had commawndyd thait, 
llier shuld no man chyld savyd be j 
Agans hys wylle away I wan ] 
Thus has God showeid hys might for me. 
Mow am I set to kepe, 
Under thys montayn syde, 
Bysehope Jettyr Miepe, 
To better may betyde ; 
A, Lord, grete is thy myght I 
What man may of yond mervelle meyn ? 
Yonder I se a selcowth iryght, 
Syche on in warld was never sotd ; 
A bush I se bumand fuUe bryght, 
And ever elyke the leyfes ar greyn, 
If it be wark of warldely Wyght, 
I wylle go wyt wythoutyn weyn. 

Deua. Moyses, Moyses ! 

Hie properat ad rvbum, et dicit ei Deus, 
Moyses com not to nere, 
Bot stylle in that stede thou dwelle, . 
And harkyn unto me here ; 
Take tent what I the telle. 
Do of thy shoyes in fere, 
Wyth mowth as I the melle, 
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Tlie place Uiou standes in there 

Forsoth, IB faalowd welle, 

I am thy Lord, withouten lak, 

To lengthe thi lyfe even as I lyst, 

I am God that som tyme spake 

To thyn elders, as thay wj-st ; 

To Abraham, and Isaac, 

And Jacob, I sayde shulde be biyst, 

And multytude of them to make, 

So that tbare seyde shuld not be myst. 

Bot now thys kyng, Ph^ao, 

He hurtys my folk so fast, 

If that Isuflfrehymso, 

Thare seyde shuld soyne be past ; 

Bot I wrlle not so do. 

In me if'^thay wylle trast 

Bondage to bryng;e thaym fro. 

Therfor thou go in hast, 

To do my message have in mynde 

To hym, that me syche harme mase ; 

Thou speke to hym wythe wordes heynde, 

So that he let my people pas 

To wyldemes, that thay may weynde 

To worshyp me as 1 wylle asse. 

Agans my wylle if tliat thay leynd, 

Pu) soyn hys song shalle be, alas. 

Moysea. A, Lord I pardon me, wyth thy leyf. 
That lynage Inffes me noght. 
Gladly thay wold me greyf. 
If I syche bodworde broght. 
Good Lord, Ictte som oUiere frast, 
That has more fore the folke to fere. 

DeBS. Moyses, be thou nott abast. 
My bydyng shalle thou boldly here ; 
If thay with wrong away wold wrast, 
Outt of the way I shalle the were. 

Moyses. Good Lord, thay wylle not me trast 
For ^e the othes that I can swere ; 
To never sych noytes new 
To folk of wykyd wylle, 
Wyth outen tokyu trew, 
Thay wylie not tent ther-tylle. 

Deus. If that he wylle not understand 
Thys tokyn trew that I shalle sent. 
Afore the kyng cast down thy wand. 
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And it shalle tui'ae to a serpent, 
Then take the taylle agane in hand, 
Boldly up look tnou it hent. 
And in the state thou it fand 
Thou shal it turns by myne intent ; 
Sjrthen hald thy hand soyn in thy barme, 
And as a lepre it shal be lyke. 
And hole agane with outen harrae ; 
Lo, my tokyns shal be slyke. 
And if he wylle not suHre then 
My people for to pa« in peasse, 
I shalle send venyaoce ix or ten, 
Shalle sowe fulle sore or geasse. 
Bot ye Ebrewes, won in Jesten, 
Shalle not be merkyd with that meaase ; 
As long as thay my lawes. wylle ken 
Thare comforthe shalle ever increesse. 

Moyaeg. A, Lord, to luf the aght ua welle 
lliat makes thi folk thus free, 
I shalle unto thaym telle . 
As thou has told to me. 
Bot to the kyng, Lord, when I com. 
If he aske what is thy name. 
And I stand stylle, both deyf and dom. 
How shuld I skake withoutten blame? 

Deus. I say the thus, ' Ego sum qui sum,' 
I am he that is the same ; 
If thou can nother muf nor mom 
I shalle sheld the from shame. 

Motfses. I understand fulle welle thys thyng, 
I go. Lord, with alle the myght in me. 

Dma. Be bold in ray blyssyng, 
Thi socoure shalle I be. 

Moyses. A, L.ord of luf, leyn me thy larej 
That I may truly talys telle ; 
To my freyndes now wylle I fare, . 
The cnosyn childre of Israelle, 
To telle theym comforthe of th«re care, 
In dawngere ther as thay dwelle; 
God manteyn you evermare, , , . 

And mekylle rayrthe be you emelUi, 

Primus Puer. A, master Moyses,. r}e^* 
Oure myrthe is alle mowrnyng; - .j 
Fulle hard halden ar we liere, ... . ,,., . ,, . 
As carls under the kyng, ; , , . 
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Secundut Puer. We may mowm, both more and 
myn, 
Ther is no man that oure myrth mase, 
Bot Byn we ar alle of a kyn 
God send us comforth in thys case. 

iSoyits. Brethere, of youre mowmyng blyn; 
God wylle delyver you tnrughe his grace. 
Out of this wo he wylle you wj-n, 
And put you to youre pleassyng place. 
For I shalle carp unto the kyng, 
And fownd fuUe sojn to make you free. 

Primus Puer. God grant you good weyndyng, 
And evermore with you be, 

Moyses. Kyng Pharao, to me take tent. 

Pharao. Wiy, boy, what tythynges can thou 
telle? 

Moffges. From Grod hym self hyder am I sent 
To foche the chjldre of Israelle } 
To wyldernes he wold thay went. 

Plunrao. Yei, weynd the to the devylfe of 
heUe, 
I gyf no force what he has ment, 
la my dangere, herst thou, shalle thay dwetle ; 
And, fature, for thy sake, 
Thay shalbepent to pyne. 

Mofftet. liien wylle God venyance take 
Of the, and of alle thyn. 

Pharao. On me ? fy on the lad, out of my 
landl 
Wenys thou thus to loyse oure Jay ? 
Say, whence is yond wai-Iow with his wand 
That thus wold wyle oure folk away ? 

Primus Myles. Yond is Moyses, I dar warand, 
Agans alle Egypt has beyn ay, 
Graatt defawte with hym youre fader fand ; 
Now wylle he mur you if he may. 

Pharao. Fy on hym t nay, iiay, that dawnce 
is done ; 
Lurdan, thou loryd to late. 

Moyses. God bydes the graunt my bone. 
And let me go my gate. 

I^iarao. Bydes God me? fals loGelte, thou 
lysel 
What tokyn told he ? take thou tent. 

M<^ses. He «»jd thou shuld dyspyse 
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Bothe me, and hys commaundement ; 

Forthy, apon thys wyse, 

My vand he bad, in thi present, 

I shuld lay downe, and the avyse 

How it shuld tume to oone serpent. 

And in hys holy name 

Here I lay it downe ; 

Lo, syr, here may thou se the same. 

Pfutrao. A, ha, dog ! the devjlte the ditmnel 

Moyaet. He bad me take it by the teytle, 
For to prefe hys powere playn, 
Then sayde, wythouten faylle, 
Hyt shuld turne to a wand agayn. 
\jo, sir, behold. 

Pharao. Wyth yl a haylle ! 

Certes this is a solelle swaya, 
Bot thyse boyes shalle abyde in baylle, 
AUe thi gawdes shalle thaym not gayn ; 
Bot ware, both morne and none, 
Shalle tliay fare, for tlii sake. 

Moytes. I pray God send us venyange sone. 
And on thi warkes take wrake. 

Primus Miles. Alas, alas I this land is lome ( 
On lyfe we may [no] longer leynd ; 
Syche myschefe is fallen syn morne, 
luer may no medsyn it amend. 

Pharao- Why cry ye so ? laddes, lyst ye 
skome ? 

Secundus Miles. Syr kyng, syche care was 
never kend, 
In no mans tyme that ever was borne. 

Pharao. Telle on, belyfe, and make an end^ 

Primus Miles. Syr, the waters thfit were 
ordand 
F<n: men and bestes foyde, 
Thrughe outt ^le Egypt knd, 
Ar turnyd into reede bJoyde ; 
FuUe ugly and fulle ylte is hytt. 
That bqthe freshe and fayre was before. 

Pharao. O, ho \ this is a wonderfullethyn^to 
wytt, 
Of alle the warkes that ever were. 

Secunduf Miles. Nay, Lord, ther fe another© 

yit, ' ■ 

That sodanly sowys us falle sore ; 
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For todes and froakes may no man ^'flt, 
Thay venom us so, bothe lea and more. 
/Vt'mtu Milea. Greatte mystes, sir, ther is 
bothe mome and noyn, 

Z~ e us fu!!e bytterly ; 
trow that it be done 
Thrughe Moyses, oure greatte enmy. 

Secundum Mi/eg. My Lord, bot if this menye 
may remefe 
Mon never myrthe be us amang. 

Pharao. Gro, aay to hym we wylle not grefe, 
Bot thay shalle never the tytter gayng. 

Primva Milea. Moyses, my lord gySys leyfe 
To ieyd thi folk to lykyng lang. 
So that we mend of cure mysehefe. 
- - Mirgses. Fullc welie, I wote, thyse wordes ar 

wrang; 
Bot hardely alle that I heytt 
Fulle sodanly it shalle be seyn, 
Uncowth mer\'els shalbe meyt 
And he of malyce uieyn. 

Sectmdus Milea. A, Lord, alas, for doylle we dy ! 
We dar look oute at no dowre. 

Pharao. What, ragyd the dwylle of hdle, alys 
you so to cry ? 

Prmta Miles. For we fare wars then ever we 
fowre ; 
Grete h)ppyB over alle this land thay fly. 
And where thay byte thay make grete blowre, 
And in every place oure bestes dede Jy. 

Seeundas Miles. Hors, ox, and asse, 
Thay falle downe dede, syr, sodanly. 

Phetrao. We, lo, ther is no man that has 
Half as myche harme as I. ' 

Primus Miles. Yis, sir, poore folk have mekylle 

To se thare catalle thus out cast. 
The Jues in Gessen fayre not so, 
Thay have lykyng for to last. 

Pharao. Then shalle we gyf theym leyf lo go 
To tyme this perelle be on past, 
Bot, or thay nytt oght far us fi^, 
We shalle them bond twyse as fast. 

SflcwfuAw Miles. Moyses, my Lord gyffes leyf 
Thi meneye to remeve. 
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Moyaes. Ye mon hafe more myschefe 
Bot if thyse talys be trew. 

Primus Miles. A, Lord, we may not leyde tbyse 
lyfys. 

Pharao. What, dwylle, is grevance grofen 
agayn ? 

Secundus Miles. Ye, sir, sicb poyfder apon us 
dryfys. 
Where it abides it makes a blayn ; 
Meselle makes it man and wyfe, 
Tbue ar we hurt with haylie and rayn. 
Syr, unys in montanse may not thryfe, 
So has frost and thoner thaytn slayn, 

Pharao. Yei, bot bow do thay m Gessen, 
The Jues, can ye me say? 

Primus Miles. Of alle these cares no tbyog.thay 
ken, 
Tliay feylle nc^bte of our afray. 

Pharao. No? the ragyd, the dwylte, sytt thay in 
peasse? 
And we even^ day in doute and drede ? 

Secundus Miles. My lord, this care will ever en- 
crese. 
To Moyses have his folk to leyd ; 
Els be we lome, it is no lesse, 
Yit were it better that thai yede. 

Pharao. Thes folk shall flyt no far. 
If he go weUand wode. 

Praaus Miles, Thea wille it sone be war. 
It were better thay yode, 

Sectmdus Miles. My lord, new banne is comyn 
in band. 

Pharao. Yei, dwille, wille it no better be ? 

Primus MUe*. Wyld wormes ar layd over all 
this land, 
Thai leyf no floure, nor leyf on tre. 

Secundus Miles. Agans that storme may no man 
stand; 
And mekylle mure mervelle tbynk me. 
That thise iij dayes has bene durand 
Siche myst, that no man may other ,se. 

Primus Miles. A, my Lord I 

Pharao. Hagbe ! 

Seamdus Miles. Grete pestilence is comyn ; 
It is like ful long to last. 
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Pharao. Pestilence ? in the dwilys name I 
Then is oure pride over p&st. 

Primts Miieg, My lord, this care lastes lang, 
And wille to Moyses have his bone ; 
Let hym go, ek wyrk we wrang. 
It may not help to hover ne hone. 

Pliarmo. Then wiHe we gtf theym leyf to gang ; 
Syn it must nedes be doyn ; 
Perchauns w^ salle ^ym fang 
And mar them or to mome at none. 

Seciatdm Mila, Moyfies, my lord he says 
TlioQ shalle have passage playn. 

Moytet. Now have we lefe to pas. 
My freyndes, now be ye fayn ; 
Com furthe, now salle ye weynd 
To land of lykyDg you to pay. 

Primus Puer. Bot kyng Pharao, that fals 
feynd, 
He will ua eft betray ; 
Fulle soyn he witle shape ug to sheyad. 
And after us s^id his garray. 

Moyties, Be not abast, God is oure freynd. 
And alle oure foes wille slayj 
TherfoT com on with me. 
Have done and drede you noght. 

Secundat Puer, That Lord blyst might he be, 
That us from baylle has broght. 

Primiu Puer. Siche frenship never we fand ; 
Bot yit I drede for perela alle. 
The Reede See is here at hand, 
Ther shal we byde to we be thralle. 

Moyses. I shalle make way ther with ray wbikI, 
As God has sayde, to sayf us alle ; 
On ayther syde the see mon stand. 
To we be gone, right as a walle. 
Com on wyth me, leyf none behynde, 
XiO fowndye now youre God to pleasse. 
Sic pertransieta mare, 

Secundus Puer. O, I^rd I this way is heynd ; 
Now weynd us all at easse. 

Primus MUes. Kyng Pharao ] thyse folk ar gone. 

Pharao. Say, ar ther any noyes new ? 

Secundus MUes. Tluse Ebrews ar gone, lord, 
ever-ichon. 
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Piaratf. ILiw says thou that P 

Primaa Miks. Lord, that taylle is trew. 

Pharaa. We, out tjrte, that Uiey were taya i 
That ryett radly sbaU tbay rew^ 
We shalle not seasse to tbay be slayn, 
For to the see we shall thaym sew ; 
So charge youre chariottes &wythe, 
And ferstly look ye folow loe. 

Secundua MUei. Alle redy, lord, we ar fulle 
blythe 
At youre Wdt^yng to be. 

Primua mUet. Lord, at youre byddyug ar we 
bowue 
Oure bodys boldly iox to beyd, 
We sholle not seasse, bot dyng alle downe, 
To alle be dede withouteu drede. 

Pharao. Heyf up ^ourehertes unto Mabomie, 
He wille be nere us in oure nede ; 
Help, the ragn^d dwylle, we drowne 1 
Now mon we ay for alle oure dede. 
Tunc merget €oa man. 

Moysea. Naw ar we won from alle oure wo, 
And savyd out of the see ; 
Lovyng gyf we God unto, 
Go we toland now merely. ' ' 

JVimiM Ptter. Lofe we may that Lord on ity^U 
And ever telle on this mervelle ; 
Drownyd he has Kyng Pharao myght, 
Lovyd be that Lord Emanuelle. 

Menses. Heven, thou attend, I say in syght, 
Aitd erthe my wordys ; here what I telle. 
As rayn or dew on erthe doys lyght 
And waters herbys and trees iulle welle, 
Gyf lovyng to Goddes mageste, 
Hys dedys ar done, hys ways ar trew, 
Honowred be he in trynyte. 
To hym be honowre and verteu. 

Ahbn. 

aXfLICIT TBAIUO. 
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Imperaior, Be stylle, beshers, I commawnd 
you, 
That no man speke a word here now 

Bot I my self alon ; 
And if ye do, I make a vow, 
Thys brand abowte youre nekys shalle bow, 

For-thy be Htylle as ston : 
And looke ye grefe me noght, 
For if ye do it shaUe be boght, 

I swere you by Mahowne ; 
I wote welle if ye knew me oght, 
To slo you alle how lytylle I roght, 

Ston stylle ye wold syl downe. 
For alle is myn that up standys, 
Castels, towers, townys, and landys, 

To me homage thay bryng ; 
For I may bynd and lowse of band, 
Erery thyng bowys unto my hand, 

I want none erthly thyng. 
I am lord and syr over alle, 
Alle bowys to me, both grete and smalle, 

As lord of every land ; 
Is none so comly on to calle. 
Who so this agan says, fowlle shalle he falle. 

And therto here my hand. 
For I am he that myghty is. 
And hardely alle hathennes 

Is redy at my wylle ; 
Both ryche, and poore, more and les, 
At my lykyng for to redres. 

Whether I wylle save or spylle. 
Cfesar August I am ca)d, 
A fayrer eors for to behald, 

Is not of bloode and bone, 
Ryche ne poore, young ne old, 
Syche an othere as I am told. 

In alle thya warld is none. 
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But oone thyng doys me fulle mycbe care, 
I trow my land wylie sone mysfare 

For defawte of counselle lele ; 
My counseliars so wyse of lare, 
Help to corafortfae me of care, 

No wyt from me ye fele. 
As I am man moost <^ renowne, 
I shalle you gyf youre waryson 
To help me if ye may. 
Prmma ConavitHS. To counselle you, lord, ire 
ar bowne, 
And for no inan that lyfys in towne 
Wylle we not let, perfay ; 
Youre messyngere I reede ye calie, 
For any thyng that may befalle, 

Byd hym go hastely. 
Ilirugh out youre Landys over alle, 
Amang youre folk, bothe grete and old, 

Youre gyrthe and peasse to cry ; 
For to commaunde bothe yong and old, 
None be so hardy ne so bold, 

To hold of none bot you ; 
And who so dothe, put them in hold, 
And loke ye payn theym many fold. 

Imperator. I shalle, I make a vowe ; 
Of thys counselle welle payde am I, 
It shalle be done fulle hastely, 

Wytlie outen any respytt. 
Secundus OmmUtus. My lord abyde awhyle, 
for why, 
A word to you I wold cleryfy. 
Imperator. Go on, then, telle me tytt. 
Secundua Con»ulttis. Alle redy, lord, now per- 
mafay, 
Thys have I herd syn many a day, 
Folk in the contre telle ; 
That in this land shuld dwelle a may. 
She whicbe salle bere a chylde, thay say. 

That shalle yoiu-e force downe felle. 
Imperator. Downe felle ? dwylle I vfhat may 
this be? 
Out, harow, fulle wo is me I 

I am fulle wylle of reede I 
A, fy, and dewyls I wbens cam he, 
That thus shuld reyfe me my pawste ? 
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Ere shuld I be hia dede. 
For, certys, then were my worshyp locne, 
If syche a swayn, a snoke hcn-ne, 

Shuld thus be my euflrane ; 
May I wyt when that boy ia borne, 
In certan, had the dwylte hit swome, 

Hiat gadlyng shuld agane. 
Primia ConmUtaa. Do way, lord, greyf you ot 

BO, 

Youre messyngere ye cause furth go 

Aftyr youre cosyn dere. 
To speke with you a word or two, 
The best counselle that lad to >lo, 

Fulle soya he can you lere ; 
For a wyse man tnat knyght men know. 
Ing>crator. Now I assent unto thi saw. 

Of witt art thou the welle ; 
For alle the best men of hym blowys, 
He shalle never dystroy my lawes. 

Were he the dwylle of belle. 
Com Lyghtfote, iad, loke thou be yare 
On my message furth to fare. 

Go tytt to sir Syryn ; 
Say Borow takys me fulle sare, 
Fl-ay hym to comforth me of care, 

As myn awne dere cosyn ; 
And bot if thou com agane to nyght, 
Look I se the never in syght. 

Never where in my land. 
Nuacius. Yis, certes, laro, I am fulle lyght. 
Or noyn of the day, I dar you hyght. 

To bn^ng hym by the hand. 
Imperator. Yai, boy, and as thou luffes me 
dere, 
Luke that thou spy, bothe far and nere, 

Ever alle in yche place, 
If thou here aay sagfaes sere. 
Of any carpyog, far and nere, 

(K that lad where that thou gase. 
Nvacin*. Alle redy, lord, I am fulle bowne, 
To spyr aad spy in every tpwne, 

After that wykkyd queyd ; 
If I here any runk or rowne, 
I sballe fownd to crak thare crowne. 

Over alle, -in ylk a stede ; 
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And tlierfor, lord, have now good day. 
Imperaior. Mahowne he wyee the oa thi way, 
That weldes wat^ and wynde ; 
And specyally, here I the pray, 
To spede the as fast as thou may. 

Huneiua. Yis, lord, that shalle ye fynde. 
Mahowne the sane and se, sir Syryne, 
Cssar, my lord, and youre cosyn, 

He gretee you welle ^ me. 
Sirinus. Thou art welcom to me and myn, 
Com nere and telle me tythandes thyn, 
Tyte, what thay may be. 
Nuscius. My lord prays you^ as yoQ luf hym 
dere, 
To com to hym, if youre wylle were, 
To speke with hym a whyle. 
Sirinua. Go grete hym welle, thoa messyngere, 
Say hym I com, and that right nere, 
Behynd the not a myle. 
Nvnciia. Aile redy, lord, at youre byddyng, 
Mahowne the menske, my lord kyng. 

And save the by see and sand. 
ImpereOor. Welcom, bawshere, say what 
tythyng, 
Do telle me tyte, for any tfayng. 

What herd thou in my land ? 
Ntmcitis. I herd no thyng, lord, but goode ; 
Syr Syryn, that I afler yode. 

He wylle be here this nyght. 
Imperator. I thank the by Mohownes bloode ; 
Thise tythynges mekylle amendes my mode, 
Go rest, thon worthy wyght. 
Sirimu. Mahowne so semely on to calle. 
He save the, lord of lordes alle, 

Syttyng with thi meneye. 
Imperator. Welcom, sir Syrynne, to tfaiG hjJler 
Be syde my self here sytt thou shalle. 
Com up belyf to me. 
Sirima. Yis, lord, I am at yeure talent. 
In^terator. Wherfor, sir, I after the sent, 
I shalle the say stille right ; 
And Uierfor take to me mtent, 
I am in poynt for to be shent. 

Sirituu. K>w so, fen- Mahownes ntyght? 
Imperator. Syr, I am done to understand, 
E 3 
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That a qweyn here, in this land, 

Shalle bere a cbytd I wene. 
That shall be crowned kyng lyfand, 
And alle shalle bow unto his hand ; 

Thise tythynges dothe me teyne. 
He shalle commaunde botfae ying and old. 
None be so hardy ne bo bold 

To gyf servyce to me; 
Then wold my hart be cold 
If siche a beggere shold 

My kyngdom thas reyf me ; 
And therfor, air, I wold the pray, 
Thy best counselle thou wold me say, 

To do what I am best j 
For seeurly, if that I may, 
If he be fonden I shalle hym slay. 

Ay there by eestor west. 
Syritms. Now wot ye, lord, what that I reede, 
I counselle you, as ete I brede. 

What best therof may be ; 
Gar serche yonre land in every stede, 
And byd that boy be done to dede, 

^%o the fyrst may hym see ; 
And also I reede that ye gar cry. 
To fleme wyth alle that Belamy, 

Ttiat shuld be kyng with crowne, 
Byd ych man com to you holly, 
And bryng to you a heede penny, 

That dweltys in towere or towne ; 
That this be done by the thyrde day. 
Then may none of his Ireyndes say, 

Bot he has mayde homage. 
If ye do thaB, sir, pennafay, 
Youre worship shalle ye wyn for ay. 

If tnay make you trowage. 
Imperator. I thank you, sir, as my^t I the. 
For thyse trthynges that thou tellys me, 

Thy counselle shalle avaylle ; 
Lord and syre of this cowutre, 
Withouten ende here make I the, 

For thy good counselle ; 
My messyngere, loke thou be bowne, 
And weynd belyf from towOe to towne. 

And be my nobylle swane, 
I pray the, as thou IuI^g Mahowne, 
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And also for thy waryson, 

That thou com tytt agane. 
Commaunde the folk, holly, ichon, 
Ryche ne ptx*^^ forgett thou none, 

To hold holly on me. 
And lowtt me as thare lord alone ; 
And who _^Uc no' thay ehalle be slone, 

This brand thare baylle shalle be. 
Therfor thou byd both old and ying, 
That ich man know me for bis kyng, 

For drede that I thaym spylle. 
That I am lord, and in tokynyng, 
Byd ich man a penny bryng. 

And make homage me tylle. 
To my statutes who wylle not stand. 
Fast for to fle outt of my land, 

Byd thaym, wtthoutten lyte ; 
Now by Mahowne, God alle welldand, 
Tbow shalle be mayde knyghte with my hand, 

And therfor hye the tyte. 
Nunciua. Alle redy, lord, it shalle be done ; 
Bot I wote welle I com not sone. 

And therfor be not wroth ; 
I swere you, sir, by son and moyne, 
I com not here by fore eft none, 

Wheder ye be leyfe or lothe ; 
Bot hafe good day, now wylle I wynd. 
For longer here may I not leynd, 

Bot grathe me ftirth my gate. 
Imperator. Mahowne that is cartes and heynd. 
He bryng thi jornay welle to eynd. 

And wysh the that alle wate. 

EXPLICIT CMSAa 
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Deus. Sythen I have mayde alie thyng of 
noght, 
And Adam with my handes hath wro^t, 
Lyke to myn ymage, att my devyse. 
And gyifen hym joy in paradyse, 
To won iber in, as that I wend, 
To that he dyd that I defend ; 
TTien I hyme put out of that place, 
Bot yit, I myn, I hight hym grace ; 
C^Ue of mercy I can hym heyt, 
And tyme also his baylfe to beytt. 
For he has boght his ayn fulie Bore, 
Thise V thowsand yens and more, 
Fyrst in erth, and sythen in helle ; 
Bot long therin shalle he not dwelle. 
Outt of payn he shalle be boght, 
I wylle not tyne that I have wi-oght. 
I wylle make redempcyon, 
As I hyght for my person, 
Alle wythe reson and with right. 
Both thrugh mercy and thnij^ tnyght. 
He shalle not, iherfor, ay be spylt, 
For he was wrangwysly begylt ; 
He shalle out of preson pas, 
For that he begyied was 
Thrugh the edder, and his wyfe, 
Thay gart hym towche the tree of lyfe. 
And ete the Irute that I forbed. 
And he was dampned for that dede. 
Rygbtwysnes wille we make ; 
I wylle that my son manhede take, 
For reson wylle that ther be thre, 
A man, a madyn, and a tre ; 
Man for man, tre for tre, 
Madyn for madyn ; thus shalle it be. 
My son shalle in a madyn light. 



...Google 



ANNUKCIACIO. 



73 



AgenB the feynd of helle to Bght ; 

Wythouten wem, as son thrugh glas, 

And she madyn as she was. 

Both God and man shalle he be, 

And she moder and madyn fire. 

To Abraham I am in dett 

To safe hym and his gett ; 

And I wylle that alle prophecye 

Be liilfyUyd here by me. 

For I am Lord and lech of heyle. 

My prophecys shalle be fundea leyle ; 

As Moyses sayd, and Isay, 

Kyng David, and Jeromy, 

Abacuk, and Danielle, 

Sybylls sage, that sayde ay welle, 

And myne othere prophetes alle. 

As thay have said it shalle befalle. 

Rvse up, Gabrielle, and weynd 

Unto a madya that is heyna, 

To Nazareth in Galilee, 

Ther she dwellys in that cytee. 

To that vyrgyn and to that spouse. 

To a man of David house, 

Josephe also he is namyd by, 

And the madyn name Mary. 

Angelle must to Mary go. 

For the feynd was Eve fo ; 

He was foule and layth to syght, 

And thou art angelle fayr and bright. 

And hayla that madyn, my lemman, 

As heyndly as thou can ; 

Of my behalf thou shalle hyr grete, 

I have hyr chosen, that miulyn swete, 

She shalle conceyf my derlyng, 

Thrughe thy word and hyr heryng. 

In her body wylle I lyghte, 

Tliat is to me clenly dyght ; 

She shalle of hyr body here 

God and man wythouten dere. 

She shalle be blyssyd withouten ende ; 

Grs^the the Gabrielle, and weynd. 

Gabrielie. Haylle Mary, gnu^ouse, 
Haylle madyn and Godes spouse, 

Unto thee I lowte ; 
Of alle vyrgyns thou art qwene, 
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That ever was, or shatle be seyn, 

Wythouten dowte. 
Haylle, Mary, aad welle thou be. 
My lord of heven is wyth the, 

Wythouten end ; 
Haylle, woman most of mede. 
Goodly lady, have thou no drede, 

loat I commend. 
For thou has fonden alle thyn oone, 
the grace of God, that was out gone. 

For Adam plyght. 
Thb is the grace that the betydys, 
Thou shalle conceyve within thy sydys 

A chyld of myghte ; 
When he ia comen, that thi son. 
He sballe take cyrcumsycyon, 

Calie hym Jesum ; 
Mygbtfulle man shalle he be that, 
And Godes son shalle he hat, 

By his day com. 
My Lord, also, shalle gyf hym tylle 
Hys fader sete David, at wylle, 

Therin to sytte ; 
He shalle be kyng in Jacob kyn, 
Hys kyngdom shalle never blyn, 

Lady, welle thou wytt. 
Maria. What is thi name ? 
Gabriel. Gabrielle ; 

Godes strengthe and his angelle, 

That comys to the. 
Maria. Ferly gretyng thou me gretys ; 
A child to here Uiou me hetys. 

How shuld it be ? 
I cam never by man's syde, 
Bot has avowed my madyn hede, 

From fleshly gett. 
Tlierfor I wote not how 
lliat this be brokyn as a vow 

That I have hett ; 
Never the les, welle I wote. 
To wyrk thi word and hold thi bote 

Mightfulle God is, 
Bot I ne wote of what n 



Therfor I pray the, messyngere, 
That thou me wy3ie. 
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GabritUe. Lady, this is the prevate ; 
The Holy Cost sfaalle light in the, 

And his vertue. 
He shalle umshade and fulfylle 
That thi madynhede shalle never spylle, 

Bot ay be new ; 
The child that thou shalle here, madame, 
Shalle Godes aon be ealUd by name ; 

And se, Mary, 
Elesabeth, thi cosya, tiat is catd geld, 
She has conc^ffed a son in etde. 

Of Zacary j 
And this is, who wylle late. 
The sext monethe of hyr'conceytate, 

That geld is cald. 
No word, lady, that I the bryng, 
Is unmyghtfulle to heven kyng, 

Bot alle shalle hald. 
Marim, I lofe my Lord alle weldand, 
I am his madyn at his hand. 

And in his wold ; 
I trow bodword, that thou me bryng. 
Be done to me in alle thyng. 

As thou has told. 
GtArieik. Mary, madyn heynd. 
Me behovys to weynd. 

My leyf at the I take. 
Maria. Far to my freynd. 
Who the can send. 

For mankynde sake. 
Josgthe. Alle myghty God, what may this be t 
Of Mary my wyfe mervela me, 

Alas, what has she wroght ? 
A, hyr body is grete and she with childe, 
For me was she never fylyd, 

Therfor myn is it noght. 
I irke fiille sore with my lyfe. 
That ever I wed so yong a wyfe. 

That bargan may I ban. 
To me it was a carefiiUe dede, 
I myght welle wyt that yowthede 

Wold liave lykyng of man. 
I am old, sothly to say, 
Passed I am alle pervay play, 

The gams fro me ar gone. 
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It ia ille cowpled of youth and elde» 
I wole welle, for I am unwelde, 

Som othere has she taoe. 
She is with chyld, I wote never how. 
Now, who wold any wonwa trow ? 

Certes, do man that' can any goode ; 
I wote not in the warld what I shald do, 
Bot now then wyile 1 weynd hyr to, 

And wytt who owe that foode. 
HayUe, Mary, and welle ye be. 
Why, hot woman, what chere with the ? 
Maria. The better, sir, for you. 
Jotephe. So wold I, woman, that ye wore ; 
Bot certes, Mary, I rew fulle sore 

It staodes so with the now. 
Bot of a thyng frayn the I shalle. 
Who owe this child thou gose with alle ? 

Maria. Syr, ye, and God <^ heven. 

Joiephe. Myne, Mary ? do way tin dyn ; 
That I shuld oght have parte thorin 

Thou nedes it not to neven ; 
Wherto nevyus thou me therto ? 
I had never with the to do, 

How shuld it then be myne ? 
WhoB is that chyld, so God the spede ? 
Maria. Syr, Qodes and yowrs, with outen 

drede. 
Josephs. That word had you to tyne, 
For it is right fulle far me fro. 
And I forthynkes thou has done so 
Thiee ille dedes bedene'; 
And if thou speke thi self to spylle. 
It is fulle sore agans my wylle, 

If better myght have bene. 
Maria. At Godes wylle, Joaephe, must it be. 
For certanly bot God and ye 

I know none othne man ; 
For fleshly was I never fyiyd. 
Jot^he. How shuld thou thus then be with 
chyld? 

Excuse the welle thou can ; 
I blame the not, so God me save, 
Woman, maners if that thou have, - 

Bot certes I say the this, 
Welle wote thou, and so do I, 
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Thi body fames the openly, 

That thou has done amys. 
Maria. Yee, God he knovys a)le my doyng. 
Josq>he. We, now, this is a wonder thyng, 

I can noght say therto ; 
Bot in my hart I have grealt care. 
And ay the longer mere and mare, 

For doylle what shatle I do ? 
Godes and myn she says it is, 
I wylle not fader it, she says amys. 

For shame yit shuld she let, 
To excuse her velany by me ; 
With hir I thynk no longer be, 

I rew that ever we met. 
And how we met ye shalle wyt sone, 
Men use yong chyldren for to done 

In tem{4e for to tere ; 
Soo dyd tbay hir, to Bbe vex more 
Then othere madyns wyse of lore. 

Then byahopes sayd to fair 
'* Mary, the behowfys to take' 
Som yong man to be ^i m^e, 

As thou seys other have, 
In the temple which thou wylle neven ;" 
And she sayd, none, bot Ood of heven, 

To hym she had lur tane, 
She wold none othere for any saghe ; 
Thay sayd «he must, it was the lagh, 

She was of age thertille. 
To the temple thay somond old and ying, 
Alle of Juda ofspryng. 

The law for to fulfiUe. 
Tliay gaf iche mian a white wand. 
And bad us bere them in oure hande. 

To ollre with good intent ; 
TTiay ofTerd thare yardes np in that tyde, 
For I was old I stode be syde, 

I wyst not what thay ment, 
Thay lakyd oone thay sayde in hy, 
Alle had otkrd thay sayd bot I, 

For I ay withdroghe me, 
Furthe with my wande thay mayd me com, 
In my hand it florythed with blome ; 

Then sayde thay all to me, 
" If thou be old mervelle not the, 
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For God of heveu thus ordaos be, 

TTii wand shewys openly ; 
It dorishes so, withouten nay, 
ITiat the behovys wed Mary the May ;" 

A sory man then was I, 
I was fulte soiT in my thoglit, 
I sayde for old I myght noght 

Hir have never the wfaeder ; 
I was unlykely to hir so yong, 
Thay aayde ther helpyd none excusyng, 

And wed us thus togeder. 
When I alle thus had wed hir tfaare, 
We and my madyns home can fare, 

That kynges doghters were ; 
Alle wroght tliay sylk to lynd tliem on, 
Mary wroght purpylle, the oder none, 

Bot othere colers sere ; 
I left thaym in good peasse wenyd I, 
Into the contre I went on hy, 

My craft to use with mayn ; 
To gett cure lyfyng I must nede, 
On Marie I prayd them take good hede, 

To that I cam agane. 
Nine monethes was I fro that myld, 
When I cam home she was witli chyld, 

Alas, I sayd for shame I 
I askyd ther women who that had done, 
And thay me sayde an angelle spne, 

Syn that I went from hame ; 
An angelle spake with that wyght. 



And no man (;ls, bi day nor nyght, 
" Sir, ther of be ye bald." 
Thay excusyd hir thus sothly, 



To make hir clene of Mr foly, 

And babyshed me that was old. 
Shuld an angeUe this dede have wroght, 
Siche excusyng helpys noght, 

For no craft that thay can ; 
A hevenly thyng, for sothe, is he, 
And she is erthly, this may not be. 

It is som othere man. 
Certes, I forthynk sore of hir dede, 
Bot it is long of yowtli-hede, 

Alle siche wanton playes ; 
For yoDg women wylle nedes play them, 
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With yongmen if old forsake them, 

Thus it is sene always. 
Bot Marie and I playd never so sam. 
Never togeder we used that gam, 

I cam hir never so nere ; 
She is as clene as cristalle clyfe 
For me, and shalbe whyls I lyf, 

The law wylle it be so. 
And then am I cause of hir dede, i^ 

For-thi then can I now no rede, 

Alas, what I am wo ! 
And sothly, if it so befalle, 
Godes son that she be with alle, 

If siche grace myght betyde, 
I wote welle that I am not he, 
Whiche that is worthi to be 

That blyased body besyde, 
Nor yit to be in company j 
To wyWernes I wille for-thi 

EnforB me for to fare, 
And never longer with hir dele, 
Bot stylly shalle from hir stele. 

That mete shalle we no mare. 
Aagelua. Do wa, Josepli, and mend thy thoght, 
I warne the welle, and weynd thou noght. 

To wyldemes so wylde ; 
Tume home to thi spouse agane, 
Look thou deme in hir no trane. 

For she was never fylde. 
Wyte thou no wyrkyng of workes wast. 
She has consavyd the Holy Gast, 

And she shalle here Godes son, 
For-thi with hir, in thi degre, 
Meek and buxom looke thou be, 

And with hir dwelle and wone. 
Joeephe. A, Lord, I lof the alle alon, 
Tliat vowches safe that I be oone 

To tent that chyld so ying, 
I that thus have ungrathly gone, 
And untruly taken apon 

Mary, that dere darlyng. 
I rewe fulle sore that I have sayde, 
And of hir bvrdyng hir npbrade. 

And she not gylty is ; 
For-thi to fair now wylle I weynde, 
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And pray hir for to be my freynde, 

And aske hir forgyfnes. 
A, Mary, wyfe, what chere ? 

Maria, llie better, sir, that ye ar here ; 

Thus ionge where have ye lent ? 
Josephe. Certes, walkyd aboute, lyke a fon, 
That wrangwysley hase taken apon j 

I wyBt never what I ment ; 
Bot I wote welle, my leman fre, 
I have trespast to Gt>d and the, 

Forgyf me, I the pray. 
Maria. Now alle that ever ye sayde me to 
God forgyf you, and I do, 

Withe alle the myght I may ; 
Josgthe. Gramercy, Mary, thi good wylle ; 
So kyndly forgyfea that I sayde ^le, 

When I can the upbrade ; 
Bot welle is hym hase siche a fode, 
A, meke wyf, with-outen goode, 

He may welle bold hym payde. 
A, what I am light as lynde I 
He that may bothe lowse and bynde. 

And every mys amend, 
Leyn me grace, powere, and myght, 
My wyfe and hir swete yong wight 

To kepe, to my lyfes ende. 
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Maria. My lord of heven, that syttys he, 
And alle thyng seys withe eee. 
The safe, Elezabethe. 
EleziAethe. Wdcom, Mary, blyaaed btome, 
Joytulle am I of thi com 

To me, from Nazarethe. 
Maria. How staades it with you, dame, of 

quart ? 
Ekzabethe. Welle, my doghter and dere hart, 

As can for myn elae. 
Maria. To speke with you me thoght fulle 

lang, 
For ye with childe in elde gang, 

And ye be cald geld. 
Elezabethe. Fulle lang shalle I the better be. 
That I may speke my fylle with the. 

My dere kyns woman ; 
To wytt how thi freyndes fere. 
In thi countre where thay ar, 

TTierof telle me thou can. 
And how thou farys, my dere derlyng. 

Maria. Welle, dame, gramercy youre askyng 

For good I wote ye spyr. 
Elezabethe. And Joachym, thy fader, at hame, 
And Anna, my nese, and thi dame, 

How standes it with hym and hir ? 
Maria. Dame, yit ar thay bothe on lyfe, 
Bothe Joachym and Anna his wyfe. 
Elezabethe. Els were my hart fulle sare. 

Maria. Dame, God that alle may, 
Yeld you that you say, 

And blys you therfore, 
Elezabethe. Bh'ssed be thou of alle women, 
And the fruyte that I welle ken, 

Within the wombe of the ; 
And this tyme may I blys, 
That my lordes moder is 
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Comen thus UQto me. 
For syn that tyme fulle welle I wote. 
The stevyn of angelle voce it smote, 

And rang now in myne ere ; 
A selcouthe thyng is me betyde, 
The chyld makys joy, as any byrd. 

That I in body here. 
And als, Mary, blyssed be thou, 
That stedfastly wold trow, 

The wordea of our heven kvng ; 
TherfoF alle thyng now shalle be kend. 
That unto the were sayd or send. 

By the angelle gretyng. 
Maria. Magnificat anima mea Dominum ; 
My saulle lufes my lord abuf, 
And my gost glades with luf, 

In God, that is mj hele ; 
For he has bene sene agane. 
The buxumnes of his bane. 

And kept me madyn lele. 
Lo, therof what me shalle betyde, 
Alle nacyona on every syde,. 

BIyssyd shfJle me calle ; 
For he that is lulle of myght, 
Mekylle thyng to me has dyght. 

His name be blyssed over alle ; 
And his mercy is also. 
From kynde to kynde tylle alle tho 

'I'hat ar hym dredand. 
Myght in his armes he wroght, 
And dystroed in his thoght, 

Prowde men and hygbe berajul- 
Myghty men furthe of sete he dyd, 
And he hyghtyned in that stede 

The meke men of hart ; 
The hungre withe alle good he fyld. 
And left tlie rich outt shyld, 

Thaym to unguart. 
Israelle baa imder law, . 
His awne son in his awe, 

By raenys of his mercy ; 
As he told before by name, 
To oure fader, Abraham, 

And sayd of his body. 
Elezabethe, myn awnt dere. 
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SALUTACIO ILEZABETH. 

MJr lefe I take at you here, 

For I dwelle now fulle lang. 
Elezabethe. Wylle tliou now go, (^>des fere ? 
Com kys me, doghter, with good chere, 

Or thou bend gang ; 
Fare welle now, thou frelj foode, 
I pray the be of comfurthe goode, 

For thou art fuUe of grace ; 
Grete welte aile oure kyn of bloode. 
That lord, that the with grace ioRide, 

He save ^le in this place. 

EXPLICIT SALVTACID ZLEZABETH> 
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INCIPIT PAGINA PASTORUM. 



Primus Fa^ar. Lord, what tbay ar weylle that 
hens ar past, 
For thay uoght feylle theym to downe cast ; 
Here is mekylle unceylle, and long has it last, 
Now in hart, now in heylle, now in weytt, now 
in blast, 

Now in care, 
Now in comfurthe agane. 
Now. in fayre, now in rane, 
Now in hart fulle fane. 

And after fulle sare. 
Thus tlus warld, as I say, farya on ylk syde. 
For after oure play com 8orow» unryde. 
For he that most may, when he syttes in pryde, 
When it comys on assay is kesten downe wyde. 

This is seyn j 
When ryches is he, 
Then comys poverte, 
Hors man Jak cope 

Walkys then, I weyn ; 
I thank it God, hark ye what I mene. 
For even or for od I have mekylle tene. 
As hevy as a sod I grete with myn eene. 
When I nap on my cod for care that has bene. 

And sorow. 
Alle my shepe ar gone, 
I am not left none, 
The rot has theym slone, 

Now beg 1 and borow. 
My handes may I wryng and raowrnyng make, 
Bot if good wille spryng, the countre forsake, 
Fermes thyk ar comyng, my purs is bot wake, 
J have uerehand nothyng to pay nor to take ; 

I may syng 
Withe purs penneles, 
That makes this hevynes ; 
Wo is me this dyslres, 
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And has no helpyng. 
TTius sett I my mynde truly to neveo, 
By my wytt to fynde to cast the warld in seven ; 
Mystiepe have I tynde by the moren fiilie even'; 
Now if hap wille grynde, God from his heven 

Send grace. 
To the fare wiUe I me, 
To by shepe, perde, 
And yit may I multyple, 

For alle this hard case. 
Secundus Pastor. Benste, benste, be us emang, 
And save alle that 1 se here in this thrang. 
He save you and me over twhart and endlaDg, 
That hang on a tre, I say you no wrang, 

Cry St save us 
From alle myschefys. 
From robers and thefys, 
From those mens grefys, 

That oft ar agans ns. 
Both bosters and bragers God kepe us fro, 
That with thare long dagers dos mekylle wo, 
From alle bylle hagers with Colknyfes that go, 
Siche wryers avd wragers gose to and fro 

For to crak. 
Who so says hym agane. 
Were better be slane ; 
Bothe ploghe and wane 

Amendys wille not make. 
He wille make it as prowde a lord as he vae 
With a hede lyke a clowde felterd his here. 
He spefeys on lowde with a grym bere, 
I wold not have trowde so galy in gere 

As he glydys. 
I wote not the better, 
Nor whedder is gretter, 
The lad or the master. 

So stowtly he strydys. 
If he hask me oght that he wold to his pay, 
Fulle dere bese it bogbt if I say nay ; 
Bot God that alle wroght, to the now I say. 
Help that thay were broght to a better way 

For thafe sawlys. 
And send theym good mendyng 
With a short eudyng, 
And with the to be lendyng 



...Google 



When th&t thou calljs. 
How, Gyb, good moroe ; whcder goys thoH ? 
■jnion goys over the come, Gyb, I say, how I 
Primus Pastor. Who is that? Jobne Home! 
I make God a vowe ; 
I say not in skorne. Thorn, how farys thou ? 

Secmtdus Pastor. Hay, ha \ 
Ar ye in this towne ? 
Primus Pas&>r. Yey, by my crowne. 
Seeundus Pastor. I ihoght by your gowne 

This was youre aray. 
Primus Pastor. 1 am ever elyke, wote I never 
what it gars, 
Is none in this ryke a shephard farys wars. 
Seeundus Pastor. Poore men ar in the dyke, and 
oft tyme mars, 
The warld is slyke, also helpars 
Is none here. 
Primus Pastor. It is sayde fulle ryfe, 
" A man may not wyfe 
And also thi^'fe, 

And alle in a yere." 
Seeundus Pastor. Fyrst must us crepe and sy- 

thea go. 
Primus Pastor. I go to by shepe. 
Seeundus Pastor. Nay, not so ; 

What, dreme ye or slepe? where shuldthaygo? 
Here shalle thou none kepe. 
Primus Pa^or. A, good sir, ho ! 

Who am I ? 
I wylle pasture my fe 
Where so ever lykes me. 
Here shalle thou theym se. 

Seeundus Pa^or. Not so hardy ; 
Not oone shepe taylle shalle thou bryng hedyr. 
Primus Pastor. I shalle bryng, no &ylle, a 

hundrethe togedyr, 
Seeundus Pastor. What, art thou in aylle? 

longes thou oght whedir ? 
Primus Pastor. Thay shalle go, saunce faylle ; 

go now, belle weder 1 
Seeundus Pastor. I say, tjT I 
Primus Pastor, I say, tyr, now agane I 
I say skyp over the plane. 
Seeundus Pastor. Wold thou never so fane, 
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• Tup, r^say, whyr 1 
Primus Pastor. What, wylle thou not yit, I 
say, let the shepe go ? 
Whapl 
Sdundus Pastor. Abyde yit. 
Primus Pastor. Wilt tliou, hot so ? 

Knafe, hens I byd flytt, as good that thou do, 
Or I shalle the hytt on thi pate, lo, 

Shalle thou reylle ; 
i say, gyf the shepe space. 

Sectmdus Pastor. Syr, a letter of youre grace. 
Here comys Slaw-pase 

Fro the mylne whele. 
Terdus Pastor. What a do, what a do is this 
you betweyn ? 
A, good day, thou, and thou. 
Primus Pastor. Hark what I meyn 

You to say ; 
I was bowne to by store, 
IJrofe my shepe me before, 
He says not oone bore 

Shalle pas by this way ; 



Bot and he were wood this way shalle thay go. 
~ ~ 'fey, bot telle n 

ar youre shepe, lo ? 



Terdus Pastor. Yey, bot telle me, good, where 



Sectmdus Pastor. Now, sir, by my bode, yet se 
I no mo. 
Not syn I here stode. 
■ Terdua Pastor. God gyf you wo 

And sorow, 
Ye fyshe before the nett, 
And stryfe on this bett, 
Siche folys never I mett 

Evyn or at morow. 
It is wonder to wyt where wytt shuld be fownde. 
Here ar old knafys yit standys on this grownde ; 
These wold by tliare wytt make a shyp be 

drownde, 
He were welle qwytt had sold for a pownde 

Siche two. 
Thay fyght and thay flyte 
For that at comys not tyte ; 
It is far to byd byte 

To an eg or it go. 
Tytter want ye sowlle then sorow I pray ; 
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Ye brayde of Mowlle that went by the way. 
Many shepe can she polle bot oone had she ay, 
Bot she happymyd fulle fowlle, hyr pycher, I say. 

Was broken ; 
" Ho, God," she sayde, 
Bot oone shepe yit she hade. 
The mylk pycher was layde, 

The skarthie was the tokyn. 
Bot syn ye ar bare of wyedom to knawe. 
Take hede how I fare, and lere at my lave ; 
Ye nede not to care if ye folow my sawe. 
Hold ye my mare, this sek thou thrawe 

On my bak ; 
Whylst I, with my hand, 
Lawse the sek band, 
Com nar and by stand 

Both Gyg and Jak ; 
Is not alle shakyn owte and no meylle is therin ? 
Primia Pastor. Yey, that is no aowte. 
Terdua Pastor. So is youre wyttes thyn. 

And ye look welle abowte, nawther more nor myn. 
So gase your wyttes owte evyn as com in ; 

Geder up 
And seke it ^ane. 

Secundus Pastor. May we aot be fane f 
He has told us fiille plane 
Wysdom to sup. 
Jak Garcio. Now God gyf you care, folys all 
sam; 
Saghe I never none so fare hut the foles of Go- 
tham. 
Wo fs hir that you bare, youre syre and youre 

dam, 
Had she broght furthe an hare, a shepe, or a lam, 

Had bene welle. 
Of alle the foles I can telle, 
From heven unto helle. 
Ye thre bere the belle ; 

God gyf unceylle. 
Primus Pa^or. How pastures oure fee? say ine> 

good Pen. 
Garcio. Thay ar giyssed to the kne. 
Secundus Pastor. Fare falle the I 

Garcio. Amen 1 

If ye wille ye may se, youre bestes ye ken. 
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Primus Pa^or. Sytt we downe alle thre, and 

drynk shalle we then. 
Terciua Pastor. Yey, torde, 
I am lever ete ; 

What is drynk with oute mete ? 
Gett mete, gett, 

And sett us a horde, 
Then may we go dyne our bellys to fylle. 
Sfomdus Pastor, Abyde unto syne. 
Tercius PaOor. Be God, sir, I nylle f 

Secundua Potior. I am worthy the wyne, me 
thynk it good skylle, 
My aervyse I tyne, 1 fare fuUe ylle, 
At youre mangere. 
Primus Pastor. Thus go we to mete, 
It is best that we trete, 
I lyst not to plete 

To stand in thi dangere ; 
To hast ever been curst syn we met togeder. 
Tercius Pastor. Now in faythe, if I durst, ye ar 

even my broder. 
Secundua Pasb«'. Syrs, let us cryb furst for oone 
thyng or oder, 
That thise wordes be purst, and let us go foder 

Our in,ompyns ; 
Lay furthe of oure store, 
Lo here browne of a bore. 

Primus Pastor. Set mustard afore, 
Oure mete now begyns ; 
Here a foote of a cowe welle sawsed, I wene. 
The pestelle of a sowe that powderd has bene. 
Two blodynges, I trow, a leveryng betwene ; 
Do gladly, syrs, now, my breder bedene, 

With more. 
Both befe, and moton 
Of an ewe that was roton ; 
Good mete for a gloton, 

Ete of this store. 
Secundua Pa^r. I have here in my maylle 
sothen and rost 
Even of an ox taylle, that wold not be lost ; 
Ha, ha, goderhaylle I I lee for no cost, 
A good py or we faylle, this is good for the frost 

In a momyng. 
And two swyne gronys, 
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Alle a hare bot the lonys, 
We myster do sponys 

Here, at oare maogyng. 
Tercius Pastor. Here is to recorde the leg of a 
goys. 
With chekyns endorde, pork, partryk, to roys ;. 
A tart for a lorde, how thynk ye this doys ? 
A calf lyver skorde with the veryose, 

Good sawse. 
This is a restorete 
To make a good appete. 

Primus Paator. Yee speke alle by clerge, 
I here by your clause ; 
Cowthe ye by youre gramery reche us a drynk 
I shuld be more mery, ye wote what I thynk. 
Secwidus Pastor. Have good aylle of kely, be- 
war now, I wynk. 
For and thou drynk drely in thy poUe wylle it 
synk. 
Primus Pastor. A, so ; 
This is boyte of oure baylle, 
Good halsom aylle. 

Tercitis Pastor. Ye hold long the skaylle, 

Now lett me go to. 
Secundus Pastor. I shrew those lyppys bot thoa 

leyff me som parte. 
Primus Pastor. Be God, he bot syppys, be- 



gylde thOa art; 
hold hoi 



Behold how he kyppys. 

Seetotdus Pastor. I shrew you so smart. 
And me on my hyppys, bot if I gart 

Abate. ' 
Be thou wyne, be thou aylle, 
Bot if my brethe faylle, 
I shalle sett the on saylle ;, 

God send the good gate. 
Tercius Paator. Be my dam saulle, Alyce, it 

was sadly dronken. 
Primus PaMor. Now, as ever have I blys, to 

the botham is it sonken. 
Sectmdus Pastor. Yit a botelle here is. 
Tercius Pastor. That is welle spoken t 

By my thryfl we must kys. 
Secvnths Pastor. That had I forgoten. 

Bot hark! 
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Who so can best syng 
Shalle have the begynnyng. 
Primus Pa^r. Now prays at the partyng 
I shalle set you on warke ; 
We have done oure parte and songyn riglite 

weylle, 
I drynk for my parte. 
Secundus Pastor. Abyde, lett cop reylle. 
Primus Pastor. Godes iorbot, thou spart, and 

thou drynk even" deylle. 
Tercius Pastor. Itiou has dronken a quart, 

therfor choke the the deylle. 
Primus Pastor. Thou rafys j 
And it were for a soghe 
Ther is drynk enoghe. 

Tercius Pastor. I shrew the handes it drogho, 

Ye be bothe knafys. 
primus Pa^or. Nay we knares alie, thus thynk 
me best, 
So, sir, shuld you calle. 

Seamdus Pastor. Furth let it rest; 

We wille not bralle. 

Primus Pastor. Then wold I we fest 

TJiis mete who shalle into panyere kest. 

Tercius Pastor. Syrs, herys, 
For oure saules let us do 
Poore men gyf it to. 

Primus Pastor. Geder up, lo, lo. 
Ye hungre begers frerys. 
Secumbts Pastor. It draes nere nyght, trus. go 
we to rest ; 
I am even redy dyght, I thynk it the best. 

Tercius Pastor. For ferde we be fryght a crosse 
let us kest, 
Cryst crosse, benedyght, eest and west. 

For dreede. 
Jesus o'Nazorus, 
Crucyefixus, 
Marcus, Andreas, 

God be our spede ! 
Angelas. Herkyn, hjTdes, awake, gyf lovyng ye 
shalle. 
He is borne for youre sake, lorde perpetualle ; 
He is comen to take and rawnson you alle, 
Youre sorowe to slake, kyiig emperiaUe, 
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He behestys ; 
That chyld is borne 
At Bethelem this morne, 
Ye shalle fynde hym befome 
Betwix two bestys. 
Priittus Pastor. A, Godys dere dominm, what 
was that sang ? 
It was wonder ouriose with smalle notes emang ; 
I pray to God save us now in this thrang, 
I am ferd by Jesus somewhat be wrang ; 

Me thoght, 
Oone scremyd on lowde, 
I suppose it was a clowde, 
In myn er™ it sowde, 

By hyin that me boght I 
Secandus PaOor. Nay, that may not be, I say 
you certan. 
For he spake to us thre as he had been a man ; 
When he leinyd on this lee my hart shakyd than. 
An angelle was he telle you I can, 

No dowte. 
He spake of a barne, 
We must seke hym, I you warne. 
That betokyns yond starne, 

That standee yonder owte. 
Tercias Pador. It was marvelle to ae, so bright 
as it shone, 
I wold have ti-owyd, veraly, it had bene thoner 

flone ; 
Bot I saghe with myn ee, as I leuyd to this 

stone, 
It was a mery gle, siche hard I never none, 

I recolde. 
As he sayde in a skreme, 
Or els that I dreme, 
We shuld go to Bedleme, 

To worship that lorde. 
Primus Pastor. That same childe is he that 
prophetea of told, 
Shuld make them fre that Adam had sold, 
Secimdm Paabv. Take tent unto me, this is in- 
rold. 
By the wordes of [sae, a prynce most bold 

Shalle he be, 
And kyng with crowne. 
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Set oil David trone, 
Sicb was never none, 

Seyn with oure ee. 
Terciua Paxtor. Also Isay says, oure faders us 
told 
That a vyrgyn shuld pas of Jesse, that wold 
Bryng furthe, by grace, a floure so bold ; 
That vyrgyn now has tbes« w<H-des uphold 

As ye se ; 
Trust it now we may 
He is borne this day, 
Exiet virga 

De radice Jesse. 
Primm Pagtor. Of hym spake more Sybylle as I 

weyn. 
And Nabugodhonsor, from oure faythe alyene. 
In the fornace where thay wore thre childre aene. 
The fourt stode before, Godes sou lyke to bene. 

Secundus Pattor. That fygure 
Was gyffen by revelacyon 
That God wold have a son 
This is a good lesson. 

Us to Gonsydure. 
Tercim Pattor. Of hym spake Jeroroy, and 
Moyses also, 
Where he saghe hym by a bushe burnand, lo. 
When he cam to espy if it were so, 
Unbumyd was it truly at comroyng therto, 
A wonder. 
Prinata Peutor. That was for to se 
Hir holy vyrgynyte, 
That she un^lyd shuld be, 

Thus'can I ponder, 
And shuld have a chyld sich was never sene. 
Secundut Pastor. Pese, man, thou art begyld I 
thou shalle se hyr with e^ie. 
Of a madyn so myld greatt mervelle I meae ; 
Ye6, and she unfyld, a vyrgyn clene, 
So soyne. 
PrimMS Pastor. Kothyng is inpossybylle 
Sothly that God wylle ; 
It sbalbe stabylle 

That God wylle have done. 
Secuxdtu Pastor. Abacuc and Ely prophesyde 
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Elezabeth and Zachare, and many other mo, 
And David as veraly is witnes therto, 
Johne Baptyate sewrly, and Daniel ako. 

Tercius Pastor. So sayng, 

He is Godes son alon, 
Without hym shalbe none, 
His sete and his trone 

Sballe ever be lastyng ; 
Virgille in his poetre sayde m his verse, 
Even thus by gramere as I shaile reherse ; 
Jam nova progenies coelo demittitur alto, 
Jam rediet virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna. 
Secundum Pastor. Weme, tord, what speke ye 
here in myn eeres ? 
Telle us no clerge, I hold you of the freres, 

Ye preche ; 
It semys by youre Laton 
Ye have lerd youre Caton. 

Primus Pa^or. Herk, syrs, ye fon, 
I shaile you teche ; 
He sayde from heven a new kynde is send. 
Whom a vyrgyn to neven, oure mys to amend, 
Shaile conceyve fulle even, thus make I an end ; 
And yit more to neven, that samyne shaile bend 

Unto us, 
With peasse and plente. 
With ryches and menee, 
Good luf and charyte 

Blendyd amanges us. 
Tercius Pastor. And I hold it trew, for ther 
shuld be, 
When that kyng commys new, peasse by land 
and se. 
Sectmdus Pastor. Now brethere, adew, tak 
tent unto me, 
I wold that we knew of this song so fre 

Of the angelle ; 
I hard by hys steven, 
He was send downe fro heven. 

Primus Pastor. It is truthe that ye neven, 

I hard hym welle spelle. 
Secundus Pa^or. Now, by God that me boght! 
it was a mery song ; 
1 dar say that he broght foure and twenty to a 
long. 
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Tercius Paitor. I wold it were soght tLat same 

us emong. 
Primus Pastor. In fayth I trow noght so matiy 
he ibrong 

On a heppe ; 
Thay were gentylle and smalle, 
And welle tonyd with alle. 

Tercius PaOor. Yei, bot I can theym alle, 

Now lyst, I lepe. 
PritKoa Pastor. Brek outt youre voce, let »e as 

ye yelp- 
Terciva Pastor, 1 may not for the pose bot I 

have help. 
Secundus Pastor. A, thy hert is in thy hose. 
Primus Pastor. Now, in payn of a skelp, 
This sang thou not lose. 

Tercius Pa^or. Thou art an ylle qwelp 

For angre, 
Secundtis Pastor. Go to now, begyn. 
Primus Pastor. He lyst not welle ryn, 
Tercius Ptzstor. God lett us never blyn. 

Take at my sangre. 
Primus Pastor. Now an ende have we doyn of 

oure song this tyde. 
Secundus Pastor, Fayr falle thi growne, welle 

has thou hyde. 
Tercius Pastor. Then furthe lett us ron, I wylle 

not abyde. 
Primus Pastor, No sych makethe mone that 
have I aspyde ; 
Never the leg 
Let hold oure beheste. 
Secundus Pasb^r. That hold I best. 
Tercius Pastor. Then must we go eest, 

After my ges. 
Primus Pastor, Wold God that we myght this 

yong bab see I 
Secundus Pastor, Many prophetes that syght 
desyryd veralee 
To have seen that bri^t. 

Tercius Pastor, And God so hee 
Wold shew US that wyght, we myght say, perde, 

We had sene 
That many sant desyryd, 
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With prophetys inspyryd. 
If thay hjin requyryd, 

Yit closyd ar tJiare eene. 
Seamdus Pastor. God graunt us that grace, 
Terciua Paator.. God so do. 

Primus Pastor. Abyde, syrs, a space ; lo, 
yonder, lo ! 
It commys on a pase yond steme us to. 
Secimdm Pastor. It is a grete blase, oure gate 
let US go, 

Here he is. 
Terdus Pastor. Who shalle go in before ? 
Primus Pastor, I ne rek, by my bore. 
Secutidfis Pastor, ye ar of the old store. 

It semys you, iwis. 
PrwMW Pastor. Haylle, kyng I the ealle I 
haylle, most of myght t 
Haylte, the worthyst of alle I haylle, duke ! 

haylle, knyght I 
Of greatt and smalle thou art Lord by right, 
Haylle, perpetualle ! haylle, faryst wyght I 

Here I offer ; 
I pray the to take 
If thou wold, for my sake, 
With this may thou lake, 

This lytylle spruse cofer. 
Secundm Pastor. Haylle, lytylle tyne mop I 
rewarder of mede f 
Haylle, bot oone drop of grace at my nede ; 
Haylle, lytylle mylk sop I haylle, I>ivid aede I 
Of oure crede thou art crop, haylle, in God hede I 

This balle 
That thou wold resave, 
Lytylle is that I have, 
lliis wylle I vowche save, 

To play the with alle. 
Terdus pdstor. Haylle, maker of man ! haylle, 
swetyng I 
Haylle, so as I can, haylle, praty mytyng ! 
I eowche to the than for fayn nere gretyng, 
Haylle, Lord! here Jordan now at oure mefyng, 

Tliis boteile. 
It is an old by-worde. 
It is a good bowrde, 
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For to drynk of a gowrde, 

It holdes a mett poteile. 
Maria. He that alle myghtes may, the makere 
of heven. 
That is for to say my son that I neren, 
Rewarde you this day, as he sett alle on seven, 
He grauot you for ay his blys fulle even 

Contynuyng ; 
He gyf you good grace, 
Telle furth of this case, 
He ipede youre pase. 

And grannt you good endyng. 
Primus Pastor, Fare weile, fare Lorde I with 

thy moder also. 
Sectmdiia Pastor. We shalie this recorde where 

OS we go. 
Tercius PaMor. We mon alle be restorde, God 

graunt it be so 1 
Primus Pastor. Amen, to that worde syng we 
therto 

Oq higbt, 
To Joy alle sam, 
Witn myrthe and gam. 
To the lawde of this lam 

Syng we in syght. 



UK A FAQIITA rAITOKUH. 
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Primus Pastor. Lord, what these weders.ar 
cold, and I am ylle happyd ; 
I am nere hande dold, bo long have I nappyd; 
My legys thay fold, my fyngers ar chappyd, 
It is not as I wold, for I am al iappyd 

In sorow. 
In Btormes and tempest, 
Now in the eesi, now in the west, 
Wo i» hym has never rest 

Myd day nor morow. 
Bot we sely shepardes, that walkys on the 

moore, 
lu fayth we are nere handes outt of the doore ; 
No wonder as it standys if we be poore, 
For the tylthe of oure londes lyys falow as the 
floore, 

As ye ken.. 
We ar so hamyd, 
Fm'-taxed and ramyd, 
We tu* mayde hand tamyd, 

Withe thyse gentlery men. 
Thus thay refe us oure rest, Oure Lady theym 

wary, 
These men that ax )(h^ fest thay cause the 

ploghe tary. 
That men say is for the best we fynde it contrary, 
Thus ar husbandes opprest, in point to myscory, 

On lyfe. 
Thus hold thay us hunder, 
Thus thay bryng us in blonder, 
It were greatbe wonder. 

And ever shuld we thryfe. 
For may he gett a payut defe or a broche now 

on dayes, 
Wo is hym that hym grefe, or onys agane says, 
Dar no man hym r^irefe, what mastry he mays. 
And yit may no man lefe oone word that he says 
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No letter. 
He can make purveance. 
With boate and bragance, 
And alle is thrughe tnantenance 

Of men that are gretter. 
Ther shalle com a swane as prowde as a po. 
He must borow my wane, my ploghe also. 
Then I am fulle fane to graunt or he go. 
Thus \y{ we in payne, anger, and »o, 

By nyght and day ; 
He must have if he langyd 
If I shuld forgang it, 
I were better be hangyd 

Then oones sav hym nay. 
It dos me good, as I walk thus by myn oone. 
Of this warld for to taHt in maner of mone. 
To my ahepe wylle I stalk and herkyn anone, 
Ther abyde on a balk, or sytt on a stone 

Full soyne. 
For I trowe, parde, 
Trew men if thay be. 
We gett more compane 

Or it be noyne. 
Secundus Pastor. Benste and Dominus \ what 
may this bemeyne ? 
Why fares this warld thus oft have we not sene, 
Lord, thyse weders ar spytus, and the weders 

fulle kene. 
And the frost so hydus thay water myn eeyne. 

No ly. 
Now in dry, now in wete, 
Now in snaw, now in slete. 
When my shone freys to my fete 

It is not ajle esy. 
Bot as far as 1 ken, or yit as I go, 
We sely wodmen are mekylle wo } 
We have sorow then and then, it fallys ofl so, 
Sely Capyll, oure hen, l>oth to and fro 

Shekakyls, 
Bot begyn she to ct«k, 
To groyne or to clok. 
Wo is hym is of oure cok, 

For he is in the shekyls. 
Tliese tnen tliat ar wed have not alle thare wvUe, 
2 ' 
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When they ar fulle hard sted thay syghe fulle 

siylle J 
God wayte thay ar led fulle hard and fuUe ylle, 
In bower nor in bed thay say noght ther tylle. 

This tyde. 
My parte have 1 fun, 
I know my leseun. 
Wo is hym that is bun. 

For he must abyde. 
Bot now late in oure lyfys, a marvel to me, 
That I thynk my hart ryfys siche wonders to see. 
What that destaoy dryfys it shuld so be, 
Som men wylle have two wyfys, tuid som men 
thre. 

Id store. 
Som ar wo that has any ; 
Bot so tar can I, 
Wo is Jiym that has many, 
For he felys sore. 
Bot yong men of wowyng, for God th«t you 

bogbt. 
Be welle war of wedyng, and thynk in youre 

thoght 
* Had I wyst* is a thyng it servys of noght ; 
MekyUe slylle mowrnyng has wedyng home broght 

And grefys, 
With many a sharp sliowre. 
For thou may cache in an owre 
That shalle savour fulle sowre 

As long as thou ly%s. 
For, as ever red I pystylle, I have oone to my 

fere. 
As sharp as thystylle, as rugh as a brere, 
She is browyd lyke a brystylle, with a sowre, lo- 

ten, chere ; 
Had she oones wett hyr whyatyll she couth syng 
fulle clere 

Hyr pater noster. 
She is as greatt as a whalle, 
She has a galon of galle, 
By hym that dyed tor us alle ! 

I wald I had ryn to I lost hir. 
Primus Pa^or. God looke over the raw, fulle 
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Secundus Pastor. Yee, the deviUe in thi maw, 
so tariand, 
Saghe thou awro of Daw ? 

Primus Pastor. Yee, on a ley land 
Hard I hytn blaw, he commys here at hand. 

Not far ; 
Stand stylle. 
Seaauhta Pastor, Qwhy ? 
Primus Pastor. For he commys hope I. 
Secmtdia Pastor. He wylle make us both a ly 

Bot if we be war^ 
TereiuB Pastor, Crystes crosse me spede and 
Sant Nycholas, 
Ther of had I nede, it is ware then it was. 
Whoso couthe take hede, and lett the warld pas, 
It is ever in drede and hrekylle as glas, 

And sly t by 8. 
This warld fowre never so. 
With mervels mo and mo, 
Now in weylle, now in wo, 

And alle thyng wi^thys. 
Was never syn Noe flot^e sich iloodes seyn, 
Wyndea and ranye so rude, and stormes so keyn, 
Som Btamerd, som stod in dowte, as 1 weyn, 
Kow God tume alle to good, I say as I mene, 

For ponder. 
Tliese floodes so thay drowne, 
Both in feyldes and m towne, 
And berys alle downe, 

And that is a wonder. 
We that walk on the nyghtys oure catelle to kepe. 
We se sedan syghtes when othere men slepe. 
Yet me thynk my hart lyghtes, I se shrewys pepe. 
Ye ar two alle wyghtes, 1 wylle gyf my shep« 

A tume. 
Bot fulle ylle have I ment, 
As I walk on this bent, 
I may lyghtly repent, 

My toes if I spurne. 
Ai sir, God you save, and master myne ! 
A drynk fayn wold I have and somwhat to dyne. ■ 
Primus Pastor. Crystes curs, my knave, thou 

art a ledyr hyne. 
Sectmdus Pa^r. What, the boy lyst rave, 
abyde unto syne 

Q 3 
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We havf mayde it. 
Ylle thryfte on thy pate ! 
Thoughe the shrew cam late 
Yit is he in state 

To dyne, if he had it, 
TereiM Pastor. Siche servandes as I, tliat 
swettys and swynkys, 
Etys oiire brede fulle dry, and that me for- 

thynkys ; 
We ar oft weytt and wery when master-men 

wynkys, 
Yit commys fuUe lately both dynera and drynkys^ 

' Bot nateiy. 
Bothe oure dame and oure syre, 
When we have ryn in the myre, 
Thay can nyp at oure hyre, 

And pay us fulle lately. 
Bot here my trouthe, master, for the fayr that ye 

make 
I shalle do therafter wyrk, as I take ; 
I shalle do a lytylle, sir, and emang ever lake. 
For yit lay my soper never on my stomake 

In feyldya. 
Wherto shuld I threpe? 
With my staff can I lepe, 
And men say " lyght chepe 

Letherly for-yeldys." 
Primua Pastor. Thou werean ylle lad, to ryde 
oa wowyng 
With a man that had hot lytylle of spendyng. 
Seeundus Pasb>r. Peasse boy I bad, no more 
jangling. 
Or I shall make the fulle rad, by the bevenV 
kyngi . 

With thy gawdys ; 
Wher ar oure shepe, boy, we skorne ? 

Tertius Pastor. Sir, this same day at morne' 
I them left in the come, 

When thay rang lawdjs ; 
Thay have pasture good, thay c4n not go wrong. ^ 
■ Primus Pastor. That is right, by the roode, 
thyse nyghtes ar long ; 
Yit I wold, or we yode, oone gaf us a song. 
Seeundus Pastor: So I thoght as I stode, to ■ 
myrth us emong. 
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Tercius Pastor. I graunt. 
Primus Pastor, Lett me syng the tenory. 
Secundus Pastor. And I the tryble so hje. 
Tercius Pastor. Then the meyne fallys to me ; 
Lett se how ye chauntt. 
TVnc inlrat Mak in clamtde se super togam vesHius. 
Mak. Now Lord, for thy naymes seven, that 
made both moyn and starnes 
Welle mo then I can neven, thi wille, Lorde, of 

me tharnys ; 
I am alle unevttn, that moves oft my harnes, 
Now wold God I were in heven, for ther wepe no 
barnes 

So stylle. 
Primus Pastor. Who is that pypys so poore ? 
Mak. Wold God ye wyst how I foore ! 
Lo a man that walkes on the moore, 
And has not alle his wylle. 
Secundus Pastor. Mak, where has thou gone ? 

tell us tytliyng. 
Tercius Pastor. Is he commen ? then ylkon 
take hede to his thing. 

^ accipit clamidem ab ipso. 
Mak. What, ich be a wyoman, I telle you, of 
the king ; 
The self and the same, sond from a greatt lordyng, 

And siche. 
Fy on you, goythe hence, 
Out of my presence, 
I must have reverence. 

Why, who be iche ? 
Primus Pastor. Why moke ye it so qwaynt ? 

Mak, ye do wrang. 
Secundus Pastor. Bot, Mak, lyst ye saynt ? I 

trow that ye lang ; 
Tercius Pastor. I trow the slu-ew can paynt, 

the dewylle myght hym hang I 
Mak. Ich shalle make complaynt, and make 
you alle to thwang 
At a worde. 
And tell evyn liow ye doth. 

Primm Pastor. Bot Mak,' is that sothe ? 
Now take outt that sothren tothe 
And sett in a torde. 
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Secundum Pastor. Mak, the dewille tn your ee, 

a stroke wold I leyne you. 
Terciua Pastor. Mak, know ye not me ? by 

God I couthe teyle you. 
Mak. God looke you alle thre, me thought I 
had sene you. 
Ye ar a fare compane . 

Primus Pastor. Caa ye now meue you ? 
Secundus Pastor. Shrew, jape ; 
Thus late as thou gojs, * 

What wyUe men suppoys ? 
And thou has an ylle noys 

Of steijng of shepe. 
Mak. And I am trew as steylle alle men waytt, 
Bot a sekenes I feylle that heldes me fuUe haytt. 
My belly farys not weylle, it is out of astate. 
Terdm Pastor. Seldom lyys the devylle dede 

by the gate. 
Mak. Therfore 

Fulle sore am I and ylle. 
If I stande stone stylle ; 
I ete not an nedylle 

Thys moneth and more. 
Primus Pastor. How Buys thi wyff? by my 

hoode, how farys sho? 
Mak- Lyys walteryng, by the roode, by the 
iyere lo. 
And a howse fulle of brude, shedrynkys welleto^ 
Ylle spede othere good that she wylle do ; 

Bot so 
Etys as fast as she can. 
And ilk yere that commys to man 
She brynges furthe a lakan, 

And som yeres two. 
Bot were I not more gracyus, and rychere befar, 
1 were eten outt of howse, and of harbar, 
Yit b she a fowlle dowse, if ye com nar : 
Ther is none that trowse, nor knowys a war. 

Then ken I. 
Now wylle ye se what I profer. 
To gyf alle in my cofer 
To mome at next to offer 

Her hed mas penny. 
Secundus Pastor. I wote so forwakyd is none 
in this shyre : 
I wold slepe if I takyd les to my hyere. 
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Tercim Ptator. I am cold and nakyd, and woid 

have a fyere, 
Primus PaOor. I am wery for rakyd, and run 
in the myre. 

Waice thoa ! 
Secimdm Pttator. Nay, I wyile lyg downe byi 
For I must slepe truly. 

Terciua Pastor. As good a man's son was I 
As any of you. 
Bot, Mak, Cora beder, betwene sballe thou lyg 
downe. 
S^ik. Then myght I lett you bedene : of that 
ye wold rowne, 
No drede. 
Fro my top to my too 
Manus tnas commendo 
Poncio Pilato, 

Cryst crosse me spede. 
Tunc surgit, pastoribus dormientUtut, ^dUtt; 
Now were t^ine for a man, that lakkys what he 

To Btalk prively than unto a fold, 

And neemly to wyrk than, and be not to bold, 

For he myght aby the bargan. If it were told 

At tlie.endyng. 
Now were tyme for to reylle ; 
Bot he nedes good connselle 
That fayn wold fare weylle, 

And has bot lytylle spendyng. 
Bot abowte you a serkylle, as rownoe as a moyn, 
To I have done that I wylle, tylle that it be 

uoyn, 
That je lyg stone stylle, to that I have doyne. 
And I BhalTsay thertylleof good wordes a'foyne. 

On hight 
Over youre heydes my hand I lyft, 
Outt go youre eeo, fordo your syghl, 
Bot yit I must make better shyft. 

And it be right. 
Lord, what thay slepe hard, that may ye alle 

here, 
Was I never a shepard, bot now wylle I lere. 
If the flok be skard, yit shalle I nyp nere. 
How drawes hederward : now mendes oure chere 
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Fron sorow : 
A ftttt shepe I dar say* 
A good fleee dar I lay. 
Eft whyte when I may, 

Bot this wille I borow. 
How, Gylle, art thou iii ? Gett us som lyght. 
Uxor Iljus. Who makys sich dyn this tyme of 
the nyght ? 
I am sett for to spyn : I hope not I myght 
Ryse a peony to wyn : I shrew them oa hight. 

So farys 
A huswyff that has bene 
To be rssyd thus betwene : 
There may no note be sene 

For sich emaUe charys. 
Mak. Good wyfiT, open the hek. Seys thou not 

what I bryng ? 
Uxor. I may thole the dray the snek. A, com 

in, my awetyng. 
Mak. Yee, thou thar not jek of my long 

standvng. 
Uxor. By the nakyd nek art thou lyke for to 

hynR. 
MfUi. Do way : 
I am worthy my mete, 
For iu a strate can I gett 
More then thay that swynke and swette 

Alle the long day, 
Tims it felle to my lott, Gylle, I had skh grace. 
Uxor. It were a fowlle blott to be hang^l for 

the case, 
Mak. I have skapyd, Jelott, oft as hard a 

gl8«e. 
Uxor. Bot so long goys the pott to the water, 
men says. 
At last 
Comys it home broken. 

Mah. Welle knowe I the token, - 
Bot let it never be spoken ; 

Bot com and help fast. 
I would he were fJayn j I lyst welle ete : 
This twelmothe was I not so fayn of oone shepe ' 
mete. 
Uxor. Ckim thay or he be slayn, and here the 
shepe blete ? 
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Mak. Then myglit I be taiw: that were a cold 
swette. 

Go spar 
The gaytt doore. 

Uxor. Yis Mak, 

For and thay com at thy bak. 

JUoi. Then myght I by far alle the pak 

The dewille of the war. 
Uxor. A good bowrde have I spied, syn thoa 
can none. 
Here shalle we hym hyde, to thay be gone ; 
In my credylle abyde. Lett me alone. 
And I shalle lyg besyde in chylbed and grone. 

Mak. Thou red ; 
And 1 shalle say thou was lyght 
Of a knave chiide this nygnt. 

Uxor, Now welle is me day bright, 
That ever I was bred. 
This is a good gyse and a far cast ; 
Yit a woman avyse helpys at the last, 
I wote never who spyse : agane go thou fast. 
Mak. Bot I com or thay ryse, ek blawes a cold 
blast. 

I wylle go slepe. 
Yit elepys alle this meneye, 
And I shalle go stalk prevely, 
As it had never bene I 

That carj'ed thare shepe. 
' Primua Paator. Resurrex i mortruis : have . 
hald my hand. 
Judas camas dominus, I may not welle stand : 
My foytt slepya, by Jesus, and 1 water fastand. 
I thoght that we layd us fuUe nere Yngland. 

Secmdua Pastor. A ye I 
Lord, what I have slept weylle ; 
As fresh as an eylle : 
As lyght I me feylle 

As leyfe on a tre. 
Tereius Pa«U>r. Benste be here in. So'myl 
qwakys 
My hart is outt of sjtyn, wbat so it makys. 
mio makys alle this dyn? So my browcs blakya,. 
To the dowore wylle I wyn, Harke feiows, 
wakysl 
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We were fowre : 
Se ye awre of Mak now ? 
Primus Potior. We were up or thou. 
Sectmdus Pastor. Man, I gyf God a vowe, 

Yit yede be nawre. 
Tercitta Paator. Me thoglit lie was lapt in a 

wolfe skyn. 
Primas Pastor. So ore many h^t now namely 

within, 
Secundus Paator. When we had long napC, me 
thoght with a gya 
A fatt shepe he trapt, bot he inayde no dyn. 

Tereius PaOor. Be stylle : 
TTii dreme makes the woode : 
It ie bot fantom, by the roode. 
Primus Pastor. Now God turne alle to good, 

If it be his wyUe. 
Secundus Pastor. Ryse, Mak, for shame I thou 

lyges right lang. 
Mak. Now CiTstes holy name be us emang, 
What is this for? Saot Jame, I may not welle gang. 
I trow I be the same. A ! my nek has. lygen 
wrang 

Enoghe, 
Mekille thank, syn yister even 
Now, by Sant Strevyn 
I was flayd'with a swevyn 

My hart out of sltMjlie. 
- 1 thoght Gylle began to crok, and travelle fulle 

sad, 
Wehier at the fyrst eok, of a yong lad. 
For to mend oure Bok : then be I never glad. 
I have tow on my rok, more then ever I had. 

A, my heede 1 
A house fulle of yiHig tharmes. 
The dewille knok outt thare harnes. 
Wo is bym has many bames. 

And therto ly tylle- brede. 
I must go home, by youre lefe, to Gylle as I 

thoght. 
I pray you look my d^e, that I steylle nc^ht : 
I am loth you to grefe, or from you take oght. 
Tereius Pa^or. Go furtb, ylle myght thou 
chefe, now wold I we soght, 
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This oiomc. 
That we bad alle oure store. 

Primus Ptulw. Bot I wtlle go before. 
Let us mete. 

Secuadut Paiior. Whore ? 

Tercita Pastor. At the crokyd tborne. 

Mak. Undo this doorel who is here? bow 

long shalle I stand ? 
Uxor ^jus. Who makyssicbabere? now waike 

in the wenyand. 
Mah. A, GyUe, what cbere ? it is I, Mak, 

youre husbande. 
Uxor. Then may we be here, Uie dewille in a 
bande, 

Syr Gyle. 
Lo, he commys with a lote 
As he were holden in the tlirote. 
I may not syt at my note, 

A hand laog while. 
Mah. Wylle ye here what fare she makys to 
gett hir a glose,- 
And do aocht but lalcys and clowse hir toose. 
Uxor. Why, who wanders, who wakyg, who 
comys, who goee ? 
Who brewys, who bakys ? what makes me thus 
hose? 

And than, 
It is rewthe to be holde. 
Now in bote, now in colde, 
FuUe wofulle is the householde 
That wants a woman. 
Bot what ende has thou mayde with the hyrdys, 
Mak? 
Mak. The last worde that thay sayde, when I 
turnyd my bak, 
Thay wold looke that thay have tbare shepe alle 

the pak. 
I hope thay wylle uott be welle payde, when thay 
tbare shepe lak. 
Perde. 
Bot how so the gam gose. 
To me they wylle suppose. 
And make a fouUe noyse, 

And cry outt apoo me. 
Bot thou must do as thou byght. 
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Uxor. I Accords me thertylle. 

I shalle swedylle hym right in my credjile. 
If it were a gretter slyght, yit cowthe I help 

tyile. > 

I wylle lyg downe stright. Com hap me. 
Mak. I wylle. 

Uxor. Behynde. 
Com Colle and his maroo, 
Thay wille nyp us fulle naroo, 
Mak. Bot I may cry oat haroo, 
TTiR shepe if thay fynde. 
Uxor. Harken ay when thay calle : thav wille 
com anone. 
Com and make redy alle, and syng by thyn oone, 
Syng lullay thou shalle, for I must grone, 
And cry outt by the walle an Mary and John, 

For sore. 
Syng lullay on fast 
When thou heris at the last ; 
And bot I play a fala cast 

Trust me no more. 
Tercius Pastor. A, Colle, goode morne : why 

slepys thou nott ? 
Primus Pastor. Ahis, that ever was I borne I 
we have a fowlle blott. 
A fat wedir have we lome. 

Tercita Pastor. Mary, Godes forbott. 
Seamdus Pastor. Who shuld do us that skorne ? 

that were a fowlle spott. 
Primus Pastor. Some shrewe. 
I have soght with my doges 
Alle Horbery shroges. 
And of XV hoges 

Fond I bot oone ewe. 
TerciiU Pastor. Now trow me if ye wille ; by 
Sant Thomas of Kent, 
Ayther Mak or Gylle was at that assent. 

Primus Pastor. Peasse, man, be stille ; I sagh 
when he went. 
Thou sklanders hym ylie ; thou aght to repent. 
Goode spede. 
Sectmdus Pasbir. Now as ever mygfat I the, 
If 1 shuld evyn here de, 
I woid say it'were he, 

That dyd that same dede. 
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T&HHU8 Pa^or. Go we theder I rede, and ryn 
OQ uore feete. 
SliaUe I never ete brede, the sotlie to I wytt. 
Primus Pastor. Nor drynk in my heede with 

hym tylie I mete. 
Secundum Pastor. I wylic rest in no atede, tylle 
that I hym grete. 
My broth ere 
Oone I wille liight : 
Tylle I se hym in sight 
Shalle I jiever slepe one nyght 
Ther I do anothere. 
Terciua Pastor. Wille ye here how thay hak, 

oure syre, lyst, croyne. 
Primus Pastor. Hard I never none crak bo clere 
out of toyne 
Calle on hym. 
Secundus Pastor. Mak ! undo youre doore soyne. 
Mah. Who is that spak, as it were noyoe? 
On ioft, 
Who is that I say ? 

Tercius Pastor. Goode felowee, were it day. 
Mak. As far as yc may, 
Good, spekes soft 
Over a seke woman's heede, that is at mayUe easse, 
I had lever be dede or she had any dyseasse. 
Uxor^ Go to an othere stede ; I may not welle 
qweasse. 
Ich fote that ye trode goys thorow my oete. 
So heel 
Primus Pastor. Telle us, Mak, if ye may. 
How fare ye, I say ? 

Mak. Dot at ye in this tovnie to day ? 
Now how fare ye ? 
Ye have ryn in the myre, and ar weytt yh : 
I shalle make you a fyre, if ye wiUe syt. 
A nores wold 1 hyre ; thynk ye on yit, 
Welle qwitt is my hyre, my dreme thia is i«. 

A season, 
I have bnnes if ye knew, 
Welle mo then enewe, 
Bot we must drynk as we brew. 
And that is bot reson. 
I wold ye dynyd ar ye yade : me ihynk that ye 
swette. 
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Sectmdtu Pastor. Nay, nawther menys oure 

mode, drynke nor mette. 
Mak. Why, sir, alys you ogfet hot goode ? 
Tercitta Pastor. Yes, oure sliepe that we gett, 
Ar Btollyii as thay yode. Oure loa is grette. 

M(A. Syrs drynkes. 
Had I bene thore 
Some shuld have boght it fuUe sore. 

Primus Pastor. Mary, som men trowes that ye 
wore, 

And that us forthynkes. 
Seetindus Pastor. Mak, som men trowes that it 

shuld be ye. 
Tercius Pastor. Ayther ye or youre spouse ; 

BO say we. 
Mak. Now if ye have suspowse to Gille or to 
me, 
Com and rype oure howse, and then may ye se 

Who bad hir. 
If I any shepe fott, 
Aythor cow or stott. 
Aid Gylle, my wyfe, rose nott 
Here syn she lade hir. 
As I am and true and lele, to God here I pray. 
That this be the fyrst me\e that I sholle «te this 
day. 
Primus Pastor. Mak, as have I ceylle, aryse 
the, I say. 
He lemyd tymely to steylle that couth not say 
nay. 
Uxor. I swelt 
Outt, thefys, fro my wonys t 
Ye c<Hn to rob us for the nonye. 

Mai. Here ye not how she gronys ? 

Your hartys shuld melt. 
Uxor. Outt, thefys, fro my barne t negh hym 

not thore. 
Mak. Wyst ye how she had fame, youre hartys 
wold be sore. 
Ye do wrang, 1 you warne, tliat thus eonunys be- 
fore 
To a woman that lias fame ; bot I Bay no more. 

Uxor. A my medylle ! 
I pray to God so mylde, 
If ever I you begyld. 
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SEl'UNDA PASTUMUM. ] 

lliat I ete this chylde 

That lyges in this credvlle. 
Mak. Peaase, woman, for GodH paj>a, and cry 
not so : 
Thou^pyllya thy hrane, and makes me iuUe wo. 
Sectmdua Ptutor. I trow oure shepe be slayn, 

what iinde ye two ? 
Terdiua Paalor. Alle wyrk we in v^yn : u welle 
may we go. 

But hatters 
I can fynde no flesh, 
Hard nor nesh, 
Salt nor fresh, 

Bottwo tome platers. 
Whik catelle bot this, tame nor wylde, 
Nooe, as haTs I btys, as lowde as he smylde. 

Uxor. No, so God me blys, and gyf me joy of 

my cbylde. 
Primus Paator. We have marked amya : i hold 

us begyld. 
Seemdua Paslar. Syr, don. 
Syr, oure lady hym save, 
Is youre chyld a knave ? 
Mak. Any lord myght hym have 
This chyld to his son. 
Wlieo he wakym he kyppys, that joy is to ae. 
Tercius Paator. In good tyme to hys hyppys, 
and in cele. 
Bot who was hys gossyppys, so sone rede ? 
Mak. So fare fal]e thare lypps. 
Primttt Patter. Hark now, a le. 

Mak. So Ood tfaaym thank, 
Parkyn, and Gybon Waller, I say, 
And gentille John Home, in good fay. 
He made alle the garray, 

With the greatt shank. 
Sectmthu Pastor. Mak, freyndes wiUe we be, 

for we are alle oone. 
Mak. We now I hald for me, for meudes gett 
I none. 
Fare welle all thre : alle glad were ye gone. 
Tercius Pastor. Fare wordes may ther be, but 
luf there is none 
This yere. 
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Primut Pastw. Gaf ye the chyld any tliyng ? 
Sectaidus Pastor. I trow not oone farthyng. 
Tercius Pastor. Fast agayae wille I flyng, 
Abyde ye me there. 
IMak, take it to no grefe, if I com to thi bame. 
Mak. Nay, thou does me greAtt r^refe, and 

fowlle has thou fame. 
Tercius Pastor. The child wille it not grefe, 
that lytylle day stame. 
Mak, with youre lefe, let me gyf youre bame, 
Bot vj pence. 
Mak. Nay, do w^ : he slepys. 
Tercius Pastor, i/k thynk he pepys. 
Mak. When he wakyns he wepys. 

I pray you go hence. 
Tircius Pastor. Gyf me ]efe hym to kys, and 
lyft up the clowtt. 
What the deville is this ? he has a long snowte. 
Primus Pastor. He is morkydamys. Wewate 

11 le abowte. 
Secandus Pastor. Ille spon weft, I wys, ay 
Gomjnys foulle owte. 
Ay, so ? 
He is lyke to oure sliepe. 

Tercius PaUor. How, Gyb I mw I pepe ? 
Primus Pastor, I trow, kynde wille crepe 

Where it may not go. 
Secundtts Pastor. This was a qwant gawde, and 
a far cast. 
It was a hee irawde. 

Tercius Pastor. Yee, syrs, wast. 

Lett bren this bawde and bind hir last. 
A fols skawde hang at the last ; 

So sballe thou. 
Wylle ye se how thay swedylle 
His foure feytt in the medylle? 
Sagh I never in a credylle 

A horayd lad or now. 
Mak. Peasse byd I : what ! lett be youre 
fare ; 
I am he that hym gatt, and yond womui hym 
bare. 
Pritaus Pastor. What deville shall he hatt ? 
Mak, to God makes ayre. 
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Seaauha Pastor. Let be alU that. Now God 
■ gyf Lym care, 

I iagfa. 
Uxor. A pratty child is he 
As syttes on a woman's kne ; 
A dylly downe, perde. 

To gar a man lache. 
Tardus Pastor. I know nym by the eere roarke: 

that is a good tokyn. 
Mak. I telle you, syrs, hark : hya noys was 
broken. 
Sythen told me a clerk, that he was forspokyn. 
Primus Pastor, This is a false wark. I woM 
fayn be wrokyn : 
Gett wepyn. 
- Uxor. He was tiuiyn with an elfe : 
I saw it myself. 
When the clok stroke twelf 
Was he forshapyn. 
Secundtu Pastor. Ye two ar welle feft, sam in 

a stede. 
,Tercius Pastor. Syn thay manteyn thare theft, 

let do thaym to dede. 
Mak. If I trespas eft, gyrd of my heede. 
With you wille I be left. 

Primus Pastor. Syrs, do my reede. 

For this trespas. 
We wille nawther ban ne flyte, 
Fyght nor chyte, 
Bot have done as tyte, 

And cast hym in canvas. 

Lord, what I am sore, in poynt for to bryst. 

In fayth I may no more, iherfor wylle I ryst. 

Securuhis Pastor. As a shepe of vij. skore he 

weyd in my fcst. 

For to slepe ay whore, me thynk that I lyat. 

Terciut Pastor. Now I pray you, 
Lyg dowae on this grene. 
Primus Pastor. On these theftes yit I mene. 
Tercius Pastor. Wherto shuld ye tene 
So, as I say you ? 
Angelus cantat " Gloria in esKeUis .-" postea dicat. 
Attffelus. Ryse, hyrd men heynd, for now is he 
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That sliall take fro the feynd that Adam had 

lorne : 
TTiat warloo to sheynd, this nyght is he borne. 
God is made youre frejnd : now at this mome. 

He behestys. 
At Bedlem go se, 
Ther lyges that fre 
In a cryb fulle poorely, 

Betwyx two bestys. 
Primus Pa^or. This was a qwant stevyn that 
ever yit I hard. 
It ia a marvelle to nevvn thus to be skard. 
Secundui Pastor. Of Godes son of hevyn he 
spak up ward. 
Alle the wod on a levyn, me thoght that he 
gard 

Appere. 
Terdus Pastor. He spake of a bame 
In Bedlem, I you warne. 

Primus Pastor. That betokyns yonder stame. 

Let us aeke hym there. 
Secundus Pastor. Say, what was his song ? hard 
ye not how he crakyd it ? 
This brefes to a long. 

Terdus Pastor. Yee, mary, he hakt it. 

TVas no crochett wrong, nor no thyng that lakt it. 
Primus Pastor. For to syng us emong, right as 
he knakt it, 
I can. 
Secundus Pastor. Let se how ye croyne. 
Can ye bark at the mone ? 

Terdus Pastor. Hold youre tonges, have 

done. 
Primus Pastor, Hark after, than. 
SecvMdua Pastor. To Bedlam he bad that we 
shuld gang : 
I am fulle fard that we tary to lang. 

Terdus Pastor. Be meryandnot sad: of inyrth 
is oure sang, 
Ever lastyng glad to mede may we fang, 
• Withoutt noyse. 
Primus Pastor. Hy we theder for-thy ; 
If we be wete and wery, 
To that chyld and that lady 

We have it not to slose. 
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SEtUKDA PAGTORUH. XI7 

Seevndus Pastor, We fynde by the prophecy— > 
let be youre dyn — 
Of David and Isay, and mo then I myn ; 
Thay prophecyed by clergy, that in a vyrgyn 
Shuld be lyght and ly, to slokyn oure syn 

And slake it, 
Oure kynde from wo ; 
For Isay sayd so, 
Cit^ virgo 

Concipiet a chyld that is nakyd. 
Terciut Pastor. FuUe glad may we be, and 
abyde ihat day 
That lufly to se, that alle myghtes may. 
Lord welle were me, for ones and for ay, 
Myght I knele on my kne som word for to Bay 

To that clnilde. 
Bot the angelle sayd 
In a cryb was he layde ; 
He was poorly arayd 

Boui mener and mylde. 
Primut Pastor. Patryarkes that has bene, and 
prophetes beforne, 
Tliay desyrd to have sene this chylde that is 

borne. 
Thay ar gone fulle dene, that have thay lorne. 
We shalle se hym, I weyn, or it be morne 

To tokyn. 
When I se hym and fele. 
Then wote I fulle weylle 
It is true as steylle 

Tliat prophetes have spokyn. 
To so poore as we ar, that he wold appere, 
Fyrst fynd, and declare by his messyngere. 
SeeuTidus Pastor. So we now lett us fare ■ the 

place is us nere. 
Tercua Pa^or. I am redy and yare : go we in 
fere 

To that bright. 
Lord, if thi wylles be, 
We ar lewd aJle thre. 
Thou graunit us somkyns gle 

To comforth thi wight. 
Primus Pastor. Haylle comly and clene ; liaylle 
yong child ! 
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Haylle maker, as I meyne, of a madyn so mylde. 
Thou has waryd, I weyne, the warle so wylde, 
The fals gyler of teyn, now goys he begylde. 

Lo, he merys ; 
Lo, he laghys, my swetyng, 
A welfare metyng, 
I liave bolden my hetyng, 

Have a bob ofcherys. 
Seamdus Pastor. Haylle, sufieransavyoure, for 
thou has us soght : 
Haylle frely foyde and floure, thatalle thytighas 

wroght. 
Haylle fulle of favoure, that made alle of noght I 
Haylle ! I kneyllc and I cowre. A byrd have I 
broght 

To my barne. 
Haylle lytylle tyne mop, 
Of oure crede thou art crop : 
I wold drynk on thy cop, 

Lytylle day starne. 
Tercius Pastor. Haylle, derlyng dere, fulle of 
godhede, 
I pray the be nere when that I have nede. 
luylle I swete is thy chere : my hart wold blede 
To se the sytt here in sopoore wede 

With no pennys. 
Haylle I put furthe thy dalle, 
I bryng I he hot a balle : 
Have and play the with alle, 
And go to the tenys. 
Maria. The fader of heven, GJod omnypotent. 
That sett alle on seven, his son has he sent. 
My name couthe he neven and lyght or he went. 
I conceyvyd hym fulle even, thrugh myght as he 
nienl ; 

And new is he borne. 
He kepe you fro wo : 
I lihalle pray him so ; 
Telle furth as ye go, 

And myn on this mome. 
Primus Pastor. Farewelle, lady, so fare to be- 
holde. 
With thy chylde on thi kne. 
Secundus Pastor. Bot lie lyges fulle coid. 
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Irfrd, welle is roe ; now we go, thou behold. 
Tertua Pador. For sothe alle redy, it semys 
to be told 

Fulle oft. 
Primus Pastor. What grace we have fiin. 
Secandus Pastor. Com furthe, now ar we won. 
TertiM Pastor. To syng ar we bun : 
Let take on loft. 

EXPLICIT TASIKA TAStOBIW. 
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Herodee. PeaEse, I byd, bothe far and nere, 
I wame you leyfe youre sawea sere. 
Who that makes noyse whyls I am here, 

I say, ahalle dy ; 
Of alie this warld soothe far and nere 

The lord am I. 
Lord am I of every land, 
Of towre and towne, of se and sand, 
Agans me dar no man stand 

That beiTs lyfe ; 
Alle erthly thyog bowes to my hand, 

Both man and wyfe. 
Man and wyfe that wame I you 
That in thU warid is lyfand now. 
To Mahowne and me alle shalle bow. 

Both old and ying ; 
On hym wylle I ich man trow, 

For any thyng. 
For any thyng it shalle be so, 
Lord ofer alle where I go, 
Who so says agane I shalle hym slo. 

Where so he dwelle ; 
The feynd, if he were my fo, 

I shuld hym felie. 
To felle those fatures I am bowne, 
And dystroy those doges in feyld and towne 
That wille not trow on Sant Mahowne, 

Oure God so swete ; 
Tliose fals faturs I shalle felle downe 

Under my feete. 
Under my feete I shall* thaym fare, 
Those ladys that wille [not] lere my lare. 
For I am myghty man ay whare, 

Ofilkapak; 
Clenly shapen, hyde and hare, 

Without ten lak. 
The myght of me may no man mene, 
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For alledos me any tevn, 

I shalle dyiig thaym downe bydeyn, 

And wyrk thaym wo ; 
And on assay it shalle be aeyn 

Or I go. 
And therfor wiUe I send aod se 
In alle this land, fuUe hnstely, 
To looke if any dwelland be 

In towre or towne 
That wylle not hold holly on mc. 

And on Hahowne. 
If ther be fonden any of tho. 
With bytter payn I shalle theym slo ; 
My messyncer, swyth looke tnou go 

Thrugh ilk countre, 
In alle this lana, both to and fro, 

I cooimaunde the, 
And truly looke thou spyr wid spy 
In every stede ther thou commys by 
Who trowes not on Mahowne most myglity, 

Oure Grod so fre. 
And looke thou bryng theym hastely 

Heder unto me. 
And I shalle fownd thaym for to flay, 
Those laddes that wille not lede oure lay ; 
Therfor, boy, now I the pray 

That thou go tytt. 
Kiaiciua. It shalle be done, Lord, if I may, 

Withoutten lett ; 
And, certes, if I may any fynde, 
I shalle not leyfe oone of them behynde. 
Herodes. No, bot boldly thou thaym bynde 

And with the leyde ; 
Mahowne that weldys water and wynde 

The wishe and spede. 
Nimcim. Alle peasse, lordynges, and hold you 
stylle, 
To I have sayde what I wille, 
Take goode hede unto my skylle, 

Bothe old and ying ; 
In message that is commen you tyll 

From Herode, the kyng. 
He commaundes you everilkou. 
To hold no kyng bot hym alon. 
And othere God ye worship none 
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Bot Mahowne so fre ; 
And if ye do, ye mon be slone ; 

Thus told he me. 
Time venit primus Rex equUans ; el respicieits gteHam 
dicet. 
Primus Rex. Lord, of whom this light is lent, 
And unto me this sight has sent, 
I pray to thee, with good intent. 

From shame me shelde j 
So that I no harmes hent 

By ways wylde. 
Also I pray the specyally 
Thou graunt me grace of company, 
lliat I may have som beyldyng by, 

In my travaylle ; 
And, certes, for to lyf or dy 

I shalle not faylle. 
To that I in Eom land Imve bene 
To wyt what this starne may mene. 
That nas me led, with bemys shene. 

Fro my cuntre ; 
Now weynd I wiile, with outten weyn. 

The sothe to se. 
Secimdua Rex. A I Lord ! that is with outten ende ! 
Whens ever this selcouth light dyscende. 
That thus kyndly has me kende 

Oute of my land, 
And shewvd to me ther I can leynd. 

Thus bright shynand ? 
Certes, I saghe never none so brighty 
I shalle never ryst by day nor nyght, 
To I wyt whens may com this lygnt. 

And from what place ; 
He that it send unto my sight 

Leyne me that grace. 
Primus Rex. A, Sir, wheder ar ye away ? 
Telle me, good sir, I you pray. 
Sectmdus Rex. Certes, I trow, the sothe to say. 

None wote bot I ; 
I have foiowed yond starne veray 

From Araby. 
For I am kyng of that cuntre. 
And Melchor ther calle men me. 
Primus Rex. And kyng, sir, was I wont to be. 
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Id Tars, at hame ; 
Both of towne and cyte ; 

Jaspar is my name ; 
The light of yood atarne sache I thedyr. 
Seamdus Hex. That Lord be lovyd that send me 
hedyr, 
We owe to love hym bothe togedyr, 
That it to U9 wold send. 
Tercitu Rex. A, Lord I in land what may this 
mene ? 
So selcouthe sight was never sene, 
Sche a stame, shynnnd so Gheae, 

Saghe I never none ; 
It gyffys lyght over alle, bedene, 

By hym alone. 
What it may mene that know I noght, 
But yonder ar two, me thynk, in thoght, 
I thank hym that thaym heder lias broght, 

riius unto me ; 
I shalle assaA' if tliay wote oght 

What it may be. 
Lordynges, that ar leyf and dere, 
I pray you telle me with good chere 
mieder ye weynd, on this manere, 

And where that ye have bene ; 

And of this stame, that shynys so clere. 

What it may mene. 

Primus Bex. Syr, I say you certanly. 

From Tars for yond starne soght have I. 

Seamdvs Rex. To seke yond lyght from Araby, 

Sir, have I went. 
TVciiM Rex. Now bertely I thank hym for-thy, 

That it has sent. 
Primus Rex. Good sir, what cuntre cam ye fra ? 
Tercitta Rex. This light has led me fro Saba ; 
And Balthesar, my name to say, 
The sothe to telle. 
Secundus Rex. And kynges, air, ar we twa, 

Ther as we dwelle. 
Tercius Rex. Now, syrs, syn we ar semled here, 
I rede we rydetogeder, in fere, 
Unto we wytt, on alle manere, 

For good or ylle, 

What it may mene this stame so clere 

Shy nan d us tylle. 
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Primus Rex, A, lordynges I behold the lyght 
Of yond starne, with bemys bright, 
Forsothe I saghe never sich a sight 

In no-kyns laud ; 
A starne thus, aboute mydnyght, 

So bright shynand. 
It gyfys more hght it self alone 
Then any son that ever shone, 
Or mone when he of son has ton 

His light so dene ; 
Sich selcouthe sight have I seue none. 

What so ever it meyn, 
Stcundus Rex. Behold, lordynges, unto his pase. 
And se how nyghe the erth hit gase. 
It Is a tokyn that it mase 

Of novelry ; 
A mervelle it \s, good tent who tase. 

Now here in hy. 
For siche a starne was never ere seyn, 
As wyde iu warld as we have beyn, 
For blasyng bemys, shynand fulle sheyn. 

From hit ar sent ; 
Mervelle I have what it may meyn 

In myn intent. 
Terciut Rex. Certes, syrs, the sothe to say, 
I shalle dyscry now, if I may, 
What it may meyn yond starne veray, 

Shynand tylle us ; 
It has bene sayde syn many a day 

It shuld be thus. 
Yond starne betokyns, welle wote I, 
The byrthe of a prynce, syrs, securly, 
That shawya welle the prophecy 

That it so be ; 
Or els the rewlys of astronomy 

Dyssavys me. 
Primus Rex. Certan Ballaam spekys of this thyng 
That of Jacob a starne shalle spryng 
That shalle overoom kasar and kyng, 

Withoutten stryfe ; 
Alle folk shalbe to hym obeyng 

That berys the lyre. 
Now wote I welle this is the same, 
In every place he shalle havfi hame, 
Aile shalle hym bowc that berys name, 
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In i)k cuntre ; 
Who trowes it not tliay ar to blame, 
What so thay be. 
Secundfis Bex. Certes, lordynges, fulle welle wote I 
Fulfyllyd is now the prophecy, 
That prynce that shalle over com in hy 

Kasar and Kyng, 

This starne berith witnes, wytterly, 

Of his beryng. 

Terd.ua Sex. Now is fulfyllyd here, in this land, 

That Balaain aayd, I understand 

Now is he borne that se and sand 

Shalle weyld at wylle. 
That shewys this starne, so bright shynand, 
Us thre untylle. 
Primus Bex. Lordynges, I rede we weynd alle thre 
For to wyrship that chyld so fre. 
In tokyn that ne kyng shalbe 

Of alkyn thyng ; 
This now wylle 1 here with me, 
To myn oflferyng. 
Seeundua Bex. Go we fest, syrs, I you pray, 
To worshyp hym that if we may, 
I bryng re%ls, the sothe to say, 

Ifcre in myn liende ; 
In tokyn that he [is] God veray, 
With outten ende. 
Tercius Bex. Syrs, as ye say right so I reede, 
Hast we tytt unto that stede, 
To wirship hym, as for oure hed. 

With oure ofFeiyng j 
In tokyn that he shalbe ded 
This myrr I bryng, 
Primus Bex. Where is that kyng of Jues land, 
That shalbe lord of se and sand, 
- And folk shalle bow unto his hand, 
Both more and myn ? 
To wyrship hym with oure offerand 
We wylle not blyn. 
Seamdtu Bex. We shalle not rest, even nor morne, 
Unto we com ther he is borne. 

Tercius Rex. Folowe this light, els be we lome, 
For sothe, I trow, 
That frely to we com befome, 
Syrs, go we now. 
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Ntmcitis. Mahowne, tliat is of greatt pausty. 
My lord, sirHerode, the save and se. 
Herodes. Where has thou bene so long fro me 

Vyle stynkand lad ? 
Nwiciua, Lord, gone youre herand in this cutitrp, 

As ye me bad. 
Herod. Thou lyys, lurdan, the dewilte the bang ; 
Why has thou dwelt away so lang ? 
Nanciaa. Lord ye wyte me alle with wrang. 
Herodes. What tythynges say. 

Nuncius. Som good som ylle mengj'd einang. 
Herod. How ? I the pray, 

Do telle me fast how thou has farne ; 
TTiy waryson shalle thou not tharne. 

Ntmcius. As I cam walkand, I you warne, 
Lord, by the way, 
I met three kynges sekeand a bame. 
Thus can thay say. ■ 
Herodes. To seke a bame I for what thyng ? 
ToM thay any new tythyne ? 

Nuncius. 1 ey, Lord f thay sayd he shuld be kyng 
Of towne and towre ; 
Forihy thay went, with thare offeryng, 
llh'ni to honoure. 
Herod. Kyng I the dewille t but of what empyre ? 
Of what land shuld that lad be syre p 
Nay, I shalle with that trature tyre, 
Sore shalle he rewe, 
Nuncius. Lord, by a stame, as bright as fyre. 
This kyng thay knew ; 
It led thaym outt of thare cuntre. 

Herod. We, fy I fy I dewyla, on thame aile tfare, 
He shalle never have myght to me, > 

That new borne lad ; 
When thare wytt in a stame shuld be 

I hold thaym mad. 
Tliose lurdans wote not what thay say, 
Thay ryfe my hede, that dar I lay, 
Ther dyd no tythynges many a day, 

Sich harme me to ; 
For wo my wytt is alle away, 
What shalle I do ? 
Why, what the dewylle is in thare harnes I 
Is there wytt alle in the stames? 
These tythynges mar my mode in ernes. 
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And of this thyng 
To wytt the sothe fulle sore me yani«s. 

Of this new kyng. 
KvDg I what the dewylle other then I ! 
We, fy on dewylis I fy, fy ! 
Certes, that boy shalle dere afay. 

His ded is dight ; 
Shalle he be kyng thus hastely ? 

Who the dewylle made hym knyght 7 
Alas, for shame, this is a skoi-ne. 
They fynde no reson thaym befome, 
Shuld that brodelle that late is borne 

Be most of mayn ? 
Nay, if the dewylle of helle had sworne, 

He shall agane. 
Alas, alas I for doylle and care 
So mekylle sorow had I never are. 
If it be sothe, for ever mare 

I am undoyn ; 
At good clerkes and wyse of lare 

I wylle wytt soyn. 
Bot fyrst yit wille I send and se 
The answere of those lurdans thre ; 
Messyngere, tytt hy thou the. 

And make the yare, 
Go byd those kynges com speke with me, 

That told thou of are. 
Say I have greatt herand thaym tylle. 

Ntatciug. It shalbe done, lord, at youre wylle. 
Your byddyng shalle I soyn fulfylle 

In ilk cuntre. 
Herod. Mahowne the shelde from alie kyns ylle. 

For his pauste. 
Ntmcius, Mahowne you save, sir kynges thre, 
1 have message to you preve. 
From Herode, kynge of this cuntre^ 

That is oure chefe ; 
And, lo sirs, if ye trow not me 

Ye rede this brefe. 
Primta Rex. Welcom be thou, belamy 1 
What is hie Wile telle us in hy. 

Ntatcius. Certes, sir, that wote not I, 

Bot thus he sayde to me 
Tliat ye shuld com fulle hastely 

To hym alle thre. 
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For iiede herand he sayd me so. 

Secundus Rex. Messyngere, before thou go, 
And telle thi Lord we ar alle thro 

His wylle to do ; 
Both I and my felose two 

Shafle com hym to. 
Ntmciiis. Mahowne you looke, my lord so dere, 
Herodes. Welcom be thou, messyngere, 
How has thou fame syn thou was here ? 
Thou telle me tytt. 
Nwicius. Lord, I have traveld far and nere 
Wlthoutten lett, 
And done youre herand, sir, sothely, 
Thre kynges with me broght have I, 
Fro Saba, Tars, and Araby, 

Then have thay soght. 
Herodes. Thi waryson sh^e thou have for-thy, 
By hjin me boghl ; 
And, certanly, that is good skylle ; 
And syrs, ye ar welcom me tylle. 

Tercius Rex. Lord, tht bydyng to fulfylle 

Are we fuUe thro. 
Herodes. A, mekylle thank of youre good wylle 
That ye wylle so. 
For, certes, I liave covett greattly, 
To Bpeke with you, and here now why ; 
Telle me, I pray you specyally 

For any thyng. 
What tokynyng saw ye on the sky 
Of this new kyng ? 
Primm Rex. We sagheliis starue ryse in the eest, 
TTiat shalle be kyng of man and best, 
For-thy, lord, we have not cest 

Syn that we wyst, 
With oure gyflya, riche and honest. 
To bere that biyst. 
Secundus Rex. Lord, when that stame rose us 
beforne 
Ther by we knew that chyld was borne. 
Herodes. Out, alas, I am forlome 
For ever mare ! 
I wold be rent and alto tome 

For doylle and care ! 
Alas, alas, I am fulle wo ! 
Syr kynges, syt downe, «id rest you so ; 
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By scrypture, syrs, what say ye two ? 

Witlioutten lytt ; 
What ye can say ther to 

Let se now tytt. 
These kynges do me to understand 
lliat borne is newly, in this land, 
A kyng that shalle weld se and sand, 

Thay telle me so ; 
And therfor, syrs, I you commaunde 

Youre booEes go to. 
And looke grathly, for any thyng, 
If ye fj'nd oght of sich a kyng. 
Primta Consultiu et Doctor. It shalbe done at youre 
bydyng, 

By hym me boghC, 
And soyn we shalle you tythynges bryng 
If we fynde oght. 
S&umduM Consuttus et Doctor. Soyn shalle we wyt, 
lord, if I may, 
If oght be wretyn in oure lay. 

Herodet. Xow, masters, tuerof I you pray 

On alle manere. 
Primus ConauUus. Com forthe, let us assay, 

Oure bookes bothe in fere. 
Seamdus Consultus. Certes, sir, lo, here fynd I 
. Welle wretyn in a prophecy, 
How that profett Isay, 

That never begyld, 
Tellys that a madyn of lur body 
Shalle bere a chyld. 
Primta Consultus. And also, sir, to you I telle 
The mervellest thyng that ever felle, 
Hyr madyn hede with bir sh^e dwelle. 

As dyd befome ; 
That child shalle bight Emanuelle 
When he is borne. 
Secutidus Consultai. Lord, this is sothe, securely, 
Wytnes the profett Isay. 
Herodes. Outt, alas 1 for doylle I dy, 
Long or my day 1 
Shalle he have more pausty then I ? 

A waloway I 
Alati, alas, I am forlome ! 
I wold be rent and alto tome, 
Bot look yit, as ye did beforne, 



,,GoogIc 



For luf of me ; 
And telle me where that boy is borne, 
Onone let se. 
Primus (kmaultus. Allfe redy, lord, with mayti and 

mode. 
Herod. Have done belyie, or I go wode, 
And, certes, that gadlyng were as good 

Have grevyd me noght ; 
I shalle se that brodelle bloode, 

By hym tliat me has boght. 
Secundum Consultus. Micheas the prophett, without- 
ten nay. 
How that he tellys I shalle you say. 
In Bedlem, land of Juda, 

As I say you, 
Out of it a duke shalle spra ; 
TTius fynd we now. 
Primus Consultus. Sir, thus we fynd in prophecy, 
Therfor we aay you, securely, 
la Bedlem, we say you truly, 
Borne is that kyng. 
Herod. The dewille hang you high to dry. 
For this tythyng 1 
And certes ye ly, it may not be. 

Secundua Consultus. Lord, we wytnes it truly. 
Here the sothe youre self may se, 
If ye can rede, 
Herod. A, walaway I fulle wo is me ! 

The dewille you spede. 
Primus Consultus. Lord it is sothe alle that we say, 
We fynd it wretyn in our lay. 

Herodes. Go hens, harlottes, in twenty dewille way. 
Fast and belyfe I 
Mighty Mahowne, as he welle may. 

Let you never thryfe. 
Alas, wherto were I a crowne ? 
Or is cald of greatt renowne ? 
I am the fowlest borne downe 
That ever was man ; 
And nara^ with a fowlle fwalchon, 

'Diat no good can. 
Alas, that ever I shuld be knyght. 
Or holdyn man of mekylle myght. 
If a lad shuld reyfe me my ryght 
Alle thus me tro ; 
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Myn dede ere shuld I dyght, 

Or it were so. 
Ye Dobylle kynges, harkyns sa lieynd, 
Ye shalle have save condythe to weynd, 
Bot com agane with me to leynd, 

Syra, I you pray ; 
Ye shalle me fynd a faythfuUe freynd, 

If ye do swa. 

If it be sothe, this new tythyng, 

Sotn worship wold I do that kyng, 

Therfor I pray you that ye bryng 

Me tythynga aoyn. 

JViniiM Rex. Alleredy, lord, at youre bydyng 

It shalbe doyn. 
Secundus Rex. Alas, in world how have we sped I 
Where is the lyght that us has led P 
Some clowde, for sothe, that starne has cled 

From us away; 
In strong stowre now ar we sted, 
What may we say ? 
Tercius Rex. Wo worth Herode, that corsyd 
wyght I 
Wo worth that tyrant day and nyght ! 
For thrughe hym have we lost that sight 

And for his gyle, 
That shoyn to us with bemys go bright 
With in a whjle, 
Here lygktes the kynges of thare horses. 
Primus Res. Lordynges, I red we pray alle thre 
To that Lord, whose natyvyte 
The Etame betokyned that we can se, 

AUe witn his wylle ; 
Pray we Bpecyally tliat he 

Wold show it us untylle. 
Here knele aile the thre kynges downe. 
Sectmdaa Rex. Thou chyld, whose myght no toDg 
may telle, 
As thou art Lord of heven and helle. 
Thy nobylle starne Emanuelle 
Thou send us yare ; 
That we may wytt by fyrthe and fdle 
How we shalle fare. 
Tercius Rex. A, to that chyld be ever honoure. 
That in this tyd has stynt our« stoure, 
i2 
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And lent us lyght to oure socoure, 

On this manere ; 
We love the, Ixird of towne and towre. 
Holly in fere. 

Here ryse thta/ alle up. 
We owe to love hym over alle thyng, 
lliat thus has send us onre askyng. 
Behold yon stame has made shynyng^ 

Syrs, securly ; 
Of thb chyld shalle we have knowyng 
I hope in hy. 
Seeimdaa Sex. Lordyages dere, drede thar as 
noght, 
Oure greatt travelle to end is broght, 
Yond IS the place that we have soght 

From far cuntre ; 
Yond is the chyld that alle has wroght, 
Behold and se. 
Tercivs Bex, I red we make offeryng, alle thre. 
Unto this chyld of greatt pauste, 
And worship hym with gytlys fVe 

That We have broght ; 
Oure boytt of baylle ay wylle he be, 
Welle have we soght. 
Frimus Bex. Haylle be thou, maker of alle fcyn 
thyng, 
That boytt of alle oure b^lle may bryng \ 
In tokyn that thou art oure kyng. 

And shalbe ay, 
Resayf this gold to myn offeryng, 
Prynce, I the pray. 
Seamdus Bex. Haylle, overcomer of kyng and of 
knyght. 
That fonrmed fysh, and fowylle in flyght, 
For thou art Codes Son most of myght. 

And alle weldand ; 
I bryng the rekyls, as is right. 
To myn ofierand. 
Terdua Bex. Haylle, kyng in kythe, eowrand on 
kne, 
Haylle, oone-fold God in persons thre, 
la tokyn that thou dede shalbe 

By kyudly skylle, 
To thy gravyug this myr of me 
Resave the tylle. 
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Maria. Syr kynges, make cumforth you betwoyn, 
And mervelle not what it may meue, 
This chyM, that on me borne has bene, 

Alle baylle may blyn ; 
I am his moder and ma^n dene 

^ithoutten syn. 
Therfor, lordynges, where so ye fare. 
Boldly looke ye telle ay whare 
How I this blyst of bosem bare 

That best shalbe ; 
And madyn cleyn, as I was are, 

Thrughe his pauste. 
And truly, syrs, looke that ye trow 
That othere l<n^ is none at-lowe, 
Bothe man and beest to bym sh^le bowe. 

In towne at]d feyld ; 
My blyesyng, syrs, be now with you 

Where HO ye beyld. 
Primus Rex. A, lordynges dere ! the sothe to say, 
We have made agood jomay, 
We love this lord that ahalle last ay 

Wi^ outten ende ; 
He is oure beyld, both nyght and day. 

Where so we weynd. 
Secundus Rex. Lordyngea, we have traveld lang, 
And restyd have we lytylle emaog, 
For-thi, I red now or we gang 

With alle oure mayn 
Let us fownde a slepe to fang ; 

TTien were I fayn. 
For in greatt stowres we have ben sted ; 
Lo here a lytter redy cled. 

Terciua Rex. I love my Lord, we have welle sped, 

To rest with wyn ; 
Lordynges, syn we shalle go to bed 

Ye shalle be^n. 
Angelug. Syr curtes xynges, to rae tak tent, 
And tume by tyme or ye be tenyd. 
From God his self thus un I sent 
To warne you, as your faythfulle freynd, 
How Herode kyng has malyce ment. 
And shapys with shame you for to sheyndj 
And so that ye no harmes hent 
By othere ways God wylie ye weynd 

Into youre awne cuntre^ 
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And if ye ask hym boyn, 

For this dede that ye have done, 

Youre beyld ay wylle he be. 
Primut Bex. Wakyns, wakyns, lordynges dere I 
Oure dwellyng is no longer here, 
An angelie spake tylle us in fere, 

Bad us, as heynd, 
That we ae shuld, on no manere, 

Home by Herode weynd. 
Sectoidus Bex. Alle myghty God in trynyte. 
With hart enterely thank I the, 
That ihyn angelie send tylle us thre 

And kend us so, 
Oure fals fo man for to fie, 

That wold us slo. 
Terciua Rex. We aght to love hym more and myn, 
TTiat comly kyng of aUe man-kyn, 
I rew fuUe sore that we shalle twyn 

On this manere ; 
For commen we have, withe mekylle wyn, 

By wayes sere. 
Primus Rex. Twyn must us nedys, syrs, permafay, 
And ilk-on weynd by dyvers way. 
This wyUe me lede, the sothe to say. 

By my cuntre ; 
For-thy, lordynges, now have good day, 

God with you be ! 
S&atndtts Bex. Certes, I must pas by se and sant^ 
This is the gate, I understand. 
That wylle me lede unto my land 

The right way ; 
To God of heven I you commaunde, 

And have good day. 
Terciva Rex. This is the way that I must weynd, 
Now God'tille us his socoure send. 
And he, that is withoutten end 

And ay shalbe, 
Save us from fowndyng of the feynd, 

For his pauste. 

TUVM MAOOBUK. 
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Angelus. Awake, Joseph, and take intent, 
Thou ryse and slepe no mare, 
If thou wvlte save thy self unshent 
Fownde the fast to fare ; 
I am an angelle to the sent, 
For thou shalle no harmes hent, 

To each the outt of care- 
If thou here longer lent, 
For rewlhe thou nion repent, 

And rew it wonder sare. 
Joaephus. A, myghtefulle God, what ever this 
ment, 
So swete of toyn ? 

Angelas. Lo, Joseph, it is I, an angelle send to the. 
Josephus. We, leyf, I pray the why ? what is thy 

wylle with me ? 
Angelus. Hens behufys the hy, 
And take with the Mary, 

Also hyr chyld so fre ; , 
For Herode dos to dy 
Alle knave chyldren, securly, 

Withe in two yere that be of eld. 
Josephus. Alas, fiille wo is me ! 

Where may we beyld ? 
Angelus. Tylle Egypp shalle thou fare 
With alle the niyght thou may ; 
And, Josephe, hold the thare, 
Tylle 1 wytt the at say. 

Josephus. This is a febylle fare, 
A seke man and a sare 

To here of siche a fray ; 
My bonys ar borsyd and bare. 
For to do I wold it ware 

Comen my last day 
Tylle ende ; 
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I ne vote which is the way 
How shalle we weynde. 
Jngelus. Ther of have thou no drede, 
Weynd furth and leyf thi dyn ; 
The way he shalle you lede 

The kyng of alle man-kyn. 
Jotephm. That beynd to m take hede. 
For 1 had lytylje nede 

Siche bargans to begyn ; 
No wonder if I wede, 
I that may do no dedJe 

How shuld I theder Wyn 
For eld ? 

I am fuUe bare and thyn, 
And alle unweld ; 
My fors me falyi to fare, 

And sight that I shuld s«. 
Mary, my darlyng dere, 

I am fiiUe wo for the I 
Mcaia. A, leyf Joseph, what chere ? 
Youre sOrow oil this mahcre 

It mekille mervels me. 
Joeephug. Oure noyes ar neghand nere 
If we dwelle longer here ; 

For-tht behofes us fle, 
And flytt. 
Maria. Alas I how may this be. 
What ever menys it ? 
Jos^hus. It menys of sorow enoughe. 
Maria. A, dere Joseph, how so ? 
Jos^fms. As I lay in .a swogh, 
Fulle sad slepand and thro, 
An angeUe to me drogh. 
As blossom bright on bogh, 

-And told betwix us two. 
That Herode wroght greatt wogh, 
And alle knave children slogh 

In land that he myght to. 

That feyud ; 
And he thy son wold slo 
And shamely sheynd. 
Maria. My son ? alas, for care I 

Who may my doyllys dylle ? 
Wo worthe fals Herode are ! 

My son why shuld he spylle ? 
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Alas ! I lurk and dare ! 
To slo this barne I bare 

What Wight in warld had wylle ? 
His hart shuld be fuUe sare 
SichoQ for to fare, 

That never yit djd yl!e ; 
Me thoght. 
Jos^hus. Now leyfe Mary, be atylle, 
This hefpys noght, 
It is no boytt to grete; 

Truly withoutten trayn 
Oare baylle it may not boytt, 

Bot welle more make cure payn. 
Maria. Alas, how shuld I lete ? 
My BDD that is so swete 

Is soght for to be slayn ; 
FuUe gryle may I grete 
My fomen and I mete ; 

Telle me, Josephe, with mayn, 
Youre red. 
Joaephtu. Shortly swedylle us this swayn, 

And'fle hys dede. 
Maria. His ded wold I not se 

For alle this warld to wyn ; 
Alas fulle wo were me 

In two if we shutd twyn ; 
My chyld so bright of ble, 
To slo hym were pyte, 

And a fulle hedus syn. 
Were Josephe, what red ye ? 

JoaephuB. Tylle Egyp weynd shalle we, 
For-thi let be thi dyn, 
And cry. 
Maria. How shalle we theder wyn ? 
Joaepkus. Fulle welle wote I 
The best «Tse that we may ; 

Hast us outt of this here. 
Ther is noght els to say 

But tytt pak up our gere. 
For ferd of this affray, 
Lett UB weynd hens away, 

Or any do us aere. 
Maria. Greatt God, as he welle may, 
That shope both nygfat and day, 

From wandrethe he us were . 
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And shame ; 
My chyld how shuld I here 
So far from hame ? 
Alas I am fulle wo, 

Was never wyght so wylfe ! 
Joseph. God wote I may say so, 
I have mater ther tylle, 
For I may unythe go ; 
To lede of land sicne two. 

No wonder if I be wylle j 
And sythen has many a fo. 
A, why wylle no ded me slo ? 
My lyfe I lyke ylle 

And eu'e ; 
He that alle doyls may dylle 
He heylle my care, 
So wylle a wyght as I, 

In warld was never man ; 
Howsehold and husbandry 

Fulle sore I may it ban. 
That bargan dere I by, 
Yong men bewar red I, 

Wedyng makys me alle wan. 
Take me thi brydylle, Mary, 
Tent thou to that page grathly 

• Withe alle the craft thou can 
And may ; 
He that this warld beban 
Wyshe us die way. 
Maria. Alas, fulle wo is me, 
Is none so wylle as 1 1 
My hart wold breke in thre 

My son to se hym dy. 
Josepkta. We, leyf Mary, let be, 
And nothyng drede thou the 

Bot hard hens lett us by ; 
To save thi food so fre 
Fast furthe now lett us fie, 
Dere leyf; 
To mete with his enmy 
It were a greatt mysehefe, 
And that wold I not wore, 
Aw^ if we myght wyn ; 
My hart wold be fulle sore 
In two to se you twyn. 
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Tylle Egypp lett us fare, 
This pak tAflle I com thare 

To bere I shalle nqt blyn, 
For-thi have thou no care. 
If I may help the mare 

Thou fyndes no fawte me in, 

I say. 
God blys you more and myn, 
And have now alle good day. 

JOSEFH ET HAUA iH xextTVit. 
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Nmciwt. Moste myghty Mahowse meng you with 
myrthe, 
Both of burgh and of towne by fellys and by fyrthe, 
Both kyng with crowne and barons of birthe, ' 
That radly wylle rowne, many greatC grithe 

Shalle be happ ; 
Take tenderly intent 
What sondes ar sent, 
Els hannes shalle ye hent 

And lothea you to lap. 
Herode the heynd kyng by grace of Mahowne, 
Of Jury jourmontyug sternly with crowne, 
On lyfe that ar lyiyng in towre and in towne, 
Gracyus you gretyng, conunaundys you be bowne 

At his bydyng ; 
Luf hym with lewte, 
Drede hym that doughty, 
He charges you be redy 

Lowly at his lykyng. 
What man apon mold menys hym agane 
Tytt teyn sballe be told, knyght, sqwyere, or swayn. 
Be he never so bold byes he that bargui, 
Twelf thousand fdid more then I sayn 

May ye trast ; 
He is worthy wonderly, 
Selcouthly sorry ; 
For a boy that is borne her by 

Standea he abast. 
A kyng thay hym calle, and that we deny, 
How shuld It so falle greatt mervelle have I ; 
Therfor over alle shalle I make a cry 
That ye busk not to bralle nor lyke not to ly 

This tyde ; 



Carpys of no kyng 

Bot Herode, that lordyng. 
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Or busk to yotire bevldyng 

Youre heedes for to hyde. 
He is kyi^ of kynges kyndly I knowe, 
Chefe lord of lordynges, chefe leder of law, 
Ther wates on his wynges, that bold host wylle blaw, 
Greatt dukes downe dynges &»- bis gnsatt sw, 

And bym lowtys. 
Tuskane and Turky, 
Alle Jude and Italy, 
Ceecylle and Surry, 

Drede hym and doytys. 
From Paradyse to Padwa, to Mownt Flascon, 
From Egyp to Mantua, unto Kemp towne, 
From Saroeny to Snsa to Grece it abowne, 
Both Normandy and Norwa lowtys to bis crowne ; 

His renowne 
Can no tonge telle. 
From heven unto belle ; 
Of hym can none spelle 

Bot his coayn Mahowne. 
He is the worthyest of alle barnes that are borne. 
Free men ar h» thr^e fuUe teynfully torne, 
Begyn he to bralle many men cache damw. 
Obey mnst we alle or eU be ye lorae 

Att onys. 
Downe dyng of youre knees, 
Alle that hym seys, 
Dysplesyd he beys, 

And byrkyn many bonys. 
Here he commys now, I cry, that lord I of spake ; 
Fast afore wylle I hy radly on a rake^ 
And welcom hym worshipfully, laghyng with lake. 
As he is most worthy, and knele for his sake 

So low ; 
Down demly to falle, 
As renk most ryalle, 
Haylle, the worthyest of all^ 

To the must I bow '. 
Haylle, luf lord ! lo the letters have I layde, 
I have done [ couth do and peasse have I prayd, 
Mekylle more therto opynly dysplayd, 
Bot romoure is rasyd bo that boldly thay brade 

Emanges thame, 
Thay cup of a kyng, 
Hiay seasse not sitm chateryng. 
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Herodes. Bot I shalle tame thare talkyng, 

And let tbame go hang tbame, 
Stynt, brodels, youre dyn ; yei, every ychon 
I red that ye harkyn to I begone, 
For if I begyn I breke itka bone, 
And pulle fro the skyn the carcas anone, 

Yei, perde ! 
Sesse alle this wonder, 
And make us no blonder. 
For I ryfe you in sonder 

Be ye so hardy. 
Feasse both yong and old at my bydyng I red, 
For I have alle in wold, in me standes lyfe and dede ; 
Who that is so bold I brane hym thrugfae the hede, 
Spede not or I have told what I wylle in this stede ; 

Ye wote not 
Alle that I wille mefe, 
Stjr not bot ye have lefe. 
For if ye do I clefe 

You smalle as flesh to pott. 
My myrthes ar turned to teyn, my mekenes into ire, 
And alle for oone I weyn with in I fare as fyre, 
May I se hym with eyu I shalle c^f hym his nyre, 
Bot I do as I meyn I were a fulle lewde syre 

In wonys ; 
Had I that lad in hand. 
As I am kyng in land, 
I shuld with this steylle brand 

Byrkyn alle his bonys. 
My name sprynges far and nere, the doughtyest men 

me calte 
That ever ran with spere, a lord and kyng ryalle. 
What joy is me to here a lad to sesse my stalle \ 
If I this crowne may here that boy shalle by for alle ; 

I anger ; 
I wote not what dwille me alys, 
Thay teyn me so with talys. 
That by Gottes dere nalys, 

I wylle peass^ no langer. 
What dewUe I me thynk I brast for anger and for teyn, 
I trow thyse kynges be past that here with me has 

beyn, 
Tliay promysed me fulle fast or now here to be seyn. 
For els I shuld have cast an othere sleght, I weyn ; 

I telle you. 
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A boy thay sayd thay soght, 
With ofFeryng that thay broghc, 
It mefys my hart right noght 

To breke his nek id two. 
Bot be thay past me by, by Mahowne in heven, 
I shaUe, and that in hy, set alle on sex and seven, 
Trow ye a kyng as I wyll suffre thaym to neven 
Any to have mastry bot my self fulle even ? 

Nay leyPe 1 
The dewille me hang and draw, 
If I that loselle knaw, 
Bot I gifhym a blaw, 

That lyfe I shalle hym reyfe, 
For parels yit I wold wyst if thay were gone. 
And ye therof her told I pray you say anone, 
For and thay be so bold, by God that syttys in 

trone. 
The payn can not be told that thay shalle have 
ilkone, 

For ire ; 
Sich panys hard never man telle. 
For ugly and for felle, 
That Lucyfere in helle 

Thare bonys shalle alle-to tyre. 
Primus Mika, Lord, thynk not ille if I telle you 
how thay ar past, 
I kepe not layn, truly, syn thay cam by you last. 
An othere way in hy thay soght, and diat fulle fast. 
Herodet. Why, and ar thay past me by ? we, out, 
for then I brast. 
We, fv ! 
ly on the dewille ! where may I byde ? 
Bot fyght for teyn and alto chyde t 
Thefys, I say ye shuld have spyde 

And tald when thay went by ; 
Ye ar knyghtys to trast, nay losels ye ar and thefys, 
I wote I yelde my gast so sore my hart it grefys. 
Sectmdus Miles. What nede ye be abast ? there ar 
no great t myschefys 
For these maters to gnast. 

Tercha Miles. Why put ye sich reprefys 

Without cause ? 
Thus shuld ye not thrett us, 
Ungaynly to bete us, 
Ye shuld not rehett us, 
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Withoutt 0th ere sawei. 
Herodes. Yy, losels and l;an, lurdans ilkon, 
Tratoures and welle wars, luiajys bot knyghtes luMie, 
Had ye bene worth youre eres thus bad thay not 

gone ; 
Gett 1 those land lepers I breke ilka bone ; 

Fyrst veageance 
Shalle I se OD thare bonye ; 
If ye byde in these wonys 
I shalle dyng you with stonyB, 

Yei ditizance dontance. 
I wote not where I may sytt for anger and for teyn. 
We have not done alle yit if it be as I weyn ; 
Fy, dewille, now how is it ? as lon^ as I have eyn 
I thynk not for to flytt, bot kyng I wylle be seyn 

For ever. 
Bot stand I to quart, 
I telle you my bart, 
I shalle gar ibaym start. 

Or els trust me never. 
Primus Miles. Syr, thay w^t sodanly or any man 
wyst, 
Els had mett we thei, perdy, and may ye tryst. 
Seeundus Miles. So bold nor so hardy agans our 
lyst, 
Was none of that company durst mete me with fyst 
For ferd. 
Tercitu Mila. lUe durst thay abyde, 
Bot ran thaym to hyde, 
Myght I thaym have spyde 

I had made thaym a herd j 
What couth we more do to save youre boDoare ? 
Primus Miles. We wete redy therto, and shalle be 

ilk howre. 
Herod. Now syn it is ao ye shalle have favoure,' 
Go where ye wylle, go 1^ towne and by towre, 

GoA'S heuE ; 
I have maters to melle 
With my prevey couoselle ; 
Clerkys, ye bere the belle, 

Ye must me encense. 
Done spake in myn eers a w<mda-fi^ talkyng, 
And sayd a madyn shuld here anotbere to be Icyng ; 
Syrs, I pray you inquere in alle wrytyng, 
Id Vyrgylle, in Homere, and alle other ihyng, 
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Bot Legende, 
Sekys poece, tayllys ; 
Lefe IVstyig and Grfales, 
Mes, Matyns, Doght avalys, 

Alle these I defende ; 
I pray you telle heyndty now what ye fynde. 

Primus COntnUm. Truly, sir, prophecy it i> not 
blynd; 
We rede thus by Isay he shalbe so kynde 
That a madyo, sothely, wkiche never synde, 

Snalle hym tJere, 
Virgo concipiet 
Natumque pariet, 
Emanuelle is hete. 

His name for to lere, 
*' God is with nsj" that is forto say. 

Secimdus Cousaltia. And othere says thus, tryst me 
ye may. 
Of Bedlem a gracyus lord shalle spray. 
That of Juiy myghtyus kyng shalbe ay. 

Lord myghty. 
And hym shalle honoure 
Both kyng and emperoure. 
Herodes. W!iy, and shuld I to hym cowre ? 

Nay tner thou lyys lyghtly. 
Fy, the dewylle the spede ana me, not I drynk onys \ 
This has thou done iii dede to anger me for the 

nonys. 
And thou knafe, thou thy mede shalle have, by cokes 

dere bonj-s. 
Thou can not half thi crede ; outt, thefys, fro my 
wonys ! 

Fy, knafys ! 
Fy, dotty-pols, with youre bookes. 
Go kast thaym in the brookys, 
Withe siche wylys and crokes 

My wytt away rafys,! ■ 
Hard I never sich a trant .that a. knafe so sleght 
Shuld com lyke a sant and refe me my right, 
Kay he shalle on slant, I shalle kylle hym downe 

stryght i 
War I say, letl me pant, now thynk I to fyght 

For anger ; 
My guttya wille outt ihryng 
Bot I this lad hyng, 
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Witlioutt I have a veogyng 

1 may lyf no langer. 
Sliuld a carlleiD, a knafe, bot of oune yere age, 
TTius make me to rafe ? 

Primus ConauUus. Syr, peasse this outrage, 

A way let ye wafe alle sich langage 
Your worsnij) to safe ; is he oght bot a page 

Of a yere ? 
We two shalle hym teyo 
With oure wyttys betweyn. 
That if ye do as I meyn 

He shalle dy on a spere. 
Secuadm Cotuultus. For drede that he reyn do as 
we red ; 
Thrugh outt Bedlem, and ilk othere stede, 
Make knyghtes ordeyn and put unto dede 
Alle knave chyldren of two yerys brede, 

And withe in ; 
This chyld may ye spylle 
Thns at youre awn wille. 

Herodes. Now thou says here tjUe 

A right nobylle gyn I 
If I lyf in land good lyfe, as I hope, 
Thus dar I the warand to make the Pope.* 
O, my liart is rysand now in a glope I 
For this nobylle tythand thou sliaUe have a drope 

Of my good grace ; 
Markys, rentys, and powndys, 
Greatt castels andgrouudys, 
Tlirughe alle sees and sandy s 

I gyf the the cbace, 
Now wylle I proceed and take venjance ; 
Alle the flowre of kiiyghte hede ealle to legeance, 
Bewshere, I the byd, it may the avance. 
Nunciiis. Lord, I shalle me spede and bryng, per- 
ch au nee. 

To thy syglit. 
Hark, Jcnyghtys, 1 you bryng 
Here new tytliyng ; 
Unto Herode kyng 

Hast with alle youre niyght ; 
In alle the hast that ye may in armowre fuile bright. 
In youre best aray looke that ye be dight. 



* This noril is erased fram llic uriginuL 
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Primus Miles. Why shuld we fray? 

Secundua Miles. This is not alle right. 

Tercius Miks. Syrs, withoutten delay I drede that 
we f^ht. 

Ntaidus, I pray you 

As fast as ye may 
Com to hym this day. 

Primus Miles. What, in oure best aray ? 

functus. Yei, syrs, I pray you. 

Secundus Miles. Som what is in hand, wliat ever it 

Tercius Miles. Tarry not for to stand ther or we 

have beyn. •. 

Nuficius. Kyng Herode alle weldand, welle be ye 
seyn, 
Voure knyghtes ar coniand in armoure fulle sbeyn, 
At youre wylle. 
Primus MUes. Haylle dughtyestxif.allel 
We are comen at youre calle 
For to do what we shalle, 

Youre lust to fulfylle. 
Herodes. Welconi, lordynges, iwys, both greatt 
and smalle, 
The cause now is this that I send for you alle, 
A lad, a knafe, borne is that shuld be kyng ryalle, 
Bot I kylle hym and his I wote I brast my galle ; 

Therfor, syrs, 
Venjance sh^le ye take 
Alle for that lad sake, 
Afld men I shalle you make 

Where ye com ay where, syrs. 
To Bedlem loke ye go and alle the coste aboute, 
Alle knafe cliyldren ye slo, and lordes ye shalbe 

stoute. 
Of yeres if they be two and within, of alle that rowte 
On lyfe lyefe none of tho that lygys in swedylle 
clowte, 

I red you ; 
Spare no kyns bloode, 
Lett alle ryn on floode. 
If women wax woode ; 

I warn you, sirs, to spede you, 
Heus now go youre way that ye were thore. 
Secitndus Miles. I wote we make a fray, bot I wylle 
go before. 

k2 
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Terciut Milef. A, thyijk, tyrs, 1 S4y, I mQn w^ett 

lyke a hore. 
Primtit S^ileg. Sett iqe befprie »y, good eifoghe for 
a skore, 

Haylle heyndly. 
We shaDe for voure sake 
Make a dol&lle lake. 

Herodes. Now if ye me welle wrak^ 

Ye shalle fied mg freyndly. 
fiwjoyfiw Milei. Go ye now tylle our noytt, and 

nandylle thaym weylle. 
TfTcifu M»k9- I shall? pay thaym od th? cote begyn 

I to reylle. 
Primm Miki' Hark feloje, ye dotpt yonder com- 
mys unceylle ; 
I hold aere ^ grot? sh$ lykye me not weyUe 

Be we parte ; 
Dame, thynk it not yUe 
•niy knafe if I kylle. 

Prima MuHer. What, thefe, agans my wylle ? 

Lord, kepe hym in qwarte I 
Prijuu^ Miles, Ahyd^ now, abyde, no farther thou 

gose. 
Pima MulieT' Peasse, theCe, shalle I chyde and 

make hfre a no6? ? 
PrtJntis Miles- I staUe reyfe the thy pryde, kylle 

we these boyse. 
Prima Mulier, Tyd may betyde kepe welle thy 

Vals thefe I 
Have-on loft on thy bode. 

Printw Milts. What, hoore, art thou woode ? 
Prin^ Mulier. Outt, alas, my cbyldes bloode, 
Outt for reprefe 1 
Alaa for sham^ and ayo, alas that I w^^ borne 1 
Qf wepyng who may blyn to se bir chylde forlorne ? 
My comfiirth and my kyn, my son thus alto tome, 
Venjance for this syn I cry both evyn and morne. 

Secundus Miles. Welle done ! 
Com hedyr, thou old stry, 
Tliat lad of thyne shalle dy. 

Secanda Mt^ier- Mercy, Lord, I cry. 

It is myn owne dere son. 
Secundm AJilfS' No mercy thou mefe, it mendes the 
not, Mawd ! 
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Secundti Mitlier. 'tl'ien the sicatp shatlfi Iclefel lyst 
(hou be clartd ? 
Ltfe, lefe, now by ^efe T 
Secmtdua MUes. Peasse byd I, bitWd [ 

Sectmda Mitlier. Fy, i^,- for repirefe I fy, fuHfe of 
frawdp I 

No man I 
Have at thy tabard, 
Harlot and holard 
Thou shaUe riot be spaMe ! 
I cry arid I Bah ! 
Outt, morder, man, I say, Strang tratoure and Aefe I 
Out, alas, aiid waloway f triy cliilde diat w'as me U(e, 
My Iiif, riiy blodd, my pl^y, fKal heveT dyd lUui 

grefe, 
Alas, alas, this day I I wold my h^ shuld defe 

In sonder I 
Venjance I cry and calle, 
On Herode and his knyghtes' alle, 
Venjance, I^rd, apon thaym falle, 

Arid metylle warldys' wondet ! 
Terciua Miles. This is welle wroght g«re th'&t ever 
raaV be, 
Comys heder ward'here, ye riede not to fle. 

Ter'cia Mulier. Wylle ye do any defe to my cliytd 

and me ? 
7'ercitu Miles. He shalle dy| I the sviete, bis hart 

blood shalle thou se. 
Tercia Mtdier. God for-bede ! 
Thefe thou shedys my chyldes blood, 
Out I cry, I go near Wood, 
Alas, my* hart is alle dn flood*. 

To se mv chyld thus blede t 
By God, thou shaft aby this dede that thou hos done. 
Terciua Miles. I red the not scry by soti and by 

moyn. 
Tercia Mtdier, Have at the, I say, take the ther a 
foyn ; 
Out on the I cry, have at thi gfoyn. 

An oUiere ; 
This kepel in store. 

Tercivs Mtles. Peasse now, no more. 
Tercia Mulier. I cry and I rote' 
Out'on the, mansiriiord^rfe. 
Alas my bab^, myn innocent, my fleshly get,' foi- SQrow 
a 3 



...Google 



TOWNELEY MYSTERIES, 



That God me derly sent of bales who may me borow ? 
Thy body is alle-to rem, I cry bothe even and morow, 
Venjance for thi blood thus spent, out I cry and 
horow ! 
Primus Miles. Go lightly ! 
Gett out of thise wonys 
Ye trattys alle at onys, 
Or by Cokes dere bonys 

I mak you go wyghtly ; 
TTiay ar flayd now I wote, they wUle not abyde. 
Sectmdus Miles. Lett us ryn fote bote, now wold I 
we hyde 
And telle of this lott how we have betyde. 

Tercius Miles. Thou can do thi note, that have I 
aspyde ; 

Go furth now, 
Telle thou Herode oure taylle. 
For alle our avaylle, 
I telle you, saunce faylle, 
He wjlle us alow. 
Primus Miles. I am best of you alle, and ever has 
bene, 
Tlie devylle have my saulle bot I be fyrst sene, 
It fyttys me to calle my lord as I wene. 
Sectmdus Miles. Wliat nedys the to bralle ? be not 
so kene 

In this anger ; 
I shalle say thou dyd best 
Save myself, as I gest. 
Primus Miles. We, that is most honest. 
Tercius Miles. Go, tary no langer. 

Primus Miles. Haylle Herode, oure kyng, fulle 
glad may ye be. 
Good tythyngs we bryng, harkyn now to me ; 
We have made rydyng thrugh outt Jure, 
Welle wyt ye oone thyng, that morderd have we 
Many thowsandes. 
Secundua Miles. I held thaym fulle bote, 
I payd them on the cote, 
Tbare damys I wote 

Never bynde them in bandys. 
Tercius Miks. Had ye sene how I fard when I 
cam emang them, 
Ther was none that I spard bot lade on and dang 
them ; 
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I am worthy a rewarde, where I was emanges them. 
I stud and 1 stard, no pyte to hang thein 
Had I. 
Herodes. Now by niyghty Mahontie ! 
That is good of renowne, 
If I bere this crowne 

Ye sballe have a lady 
Ilkon to hym layd and wed at his wylle. 

Primus Miles. So have ye lang sayde, do som 

what ther tylle. 
Secundvs Miles. And I was never flayde, for good 

ne for ylle. 
Tercius Miles. Ye myght hold you welle payde 
our lust to fulfyUe, 
Thus thynk me, 
Withe tresure untold, 
If it lyke that ye woM, 
Bothe sylver and gold. 

To gyf us greatt plente. 
Herodes. As I am kyng crownde I thynk it good 
tight, 
Ther goys none on grownde that has siche a wyght, 
A hundrelhe thowsand pownde is good wage for a 

knyght, 
Of penys good and rownde, now may ye go light 

With store ; 
And ye knyghtys of oures 
Shade have castels and towres, 
Both to you and to youres. 

For now and ever more. 
Primus Miles. Was never none borne by downes 
ne by dalys, 
Nor yit us befome, that had siche avalys. 
Seciatdus MOes. We have castels and come, mych 

gold in oure malys. 
Tercius Miles. It wylle never be worne, withoutt 
any talya ; 

Hay lie heyndly, 
Haylle lord, haylle kyng. 
We ar furthe foundyng. 
Herodes. Now Mahowne be you bryng 
Where he is lord freyndly ; 
Now in peasse may I stand, I thank the, Mahowne, 
And gyf of my lande that longes to my crowne. 
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Draw iherfor nere Jiande, both of bnrgh and of 

towne, 
Markys ilkon a thowsande, when I am bowne, 

Sballe ye have. 
I sballe be fuUe fayn 
To gyf that 1 sayn, 
Wate when I com agayn 

And then may ye crave. 
I sett by no good now niy hart is at easse. 
That I shed so mekylle blode pes alte my ry<^es. 
For to se this jlode from the Eote to the oese 
Mefys nothing my mode, I laghe that I wheee ; 

A Mahowne ! 
So light is my saulle 
That alle of sugar is my gaif?, 
I may do what I shatle, 

And bere up my crowne. 
I was caatyn in care so fi-igbtly ^rayd, 
Bot I thar not dyspare, for low is he layd 
That I most dred.are, so have I hym flayd. 
And eis wonder ware and so many strayd 

In the strete ; 
That cone shuld be harmeles. 
And skape away hafles. 
Where so many chyldes 

Thare balys can not bete. 
A hnndreth thowsand I watt and fonrty ar ^yn* 
And four thowsand, the^ at me aght to be fayn, 
Sich a morder on a flat shalle never be agayn, 
Had I had bot oone bat at that lurdan 

So yong. 
It shuld have bene spokyn 
How I had me wrokyn. 
Were I dede iuid rotyn, 

With many a tong. 
Thus sh^Ie I teche knavys.easampylle to take 
In thare wyttys that ravys sich mastre to make,, 
Alle wantones wafys no langage ye crak, 
No sufieran you savys, youre nekkys shaHe I shak 

In sender ; 
No kyng ye on calle 
Bot on Herode the ryalle, 
Or els many oone sballe 

Apon youre bodys wonder. 
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For if I here it spokjn when I com agayn 
Youre branys bese brokyn, therfor be ye bayn, 
Nothyng b^ unlokyn, it shalbe so playn, 
Begya I to rekyn I thynk alle dysdayn 

For daunche. 
Sirs, this is my conoseHe, 
Bese not to cnielle, 
Bot adew to the devylle ; 

I can no more Fcanche. 

nxFuciT xiuQvvs asmanck 
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Symeon. Mightfulle God, thou us glad. 
That heven and erth and alle has mayde, 
Bryng us lo blys that never shalle fade, 

As thou welle may j 
And thynk on me that is unweld, 
Lo I so I hobylle alle on held 
That unethes may I walk for eld. 

Now help, Lord, Adonay I 
Bot yit I niervelle bothe evyn and morne, 
Of old elders that were beforne, 
Wheder thay be safe or lome. 

Where thay may be ; 
Abelle, Noye, and Abraham, 
David, Danielle, and Balaam, 
And alle othere mo by name. 

Of sere degre. 
I thank the Lord, with good intent. 
Of alle thy sond thou me has sent, 
That thus long tyme my lyfe has lent. 

Now many a yere ; 
For alle ar past now oonly bot I, 
I thank the Lord God Almyghty 1 
For so old know I none, sothly. 

Now lyfyng here. 
For I am old Symeon, 
So old on lyfe know I none, 
That is mayde on flesh and bone, 

In alle medylle-erd ; 
No wonder if I go on held, 
The fevyrs, the flyx, make ire unweld, 
Myn armcs, my tymmes, ar stark for eld. 

And alle gray is my b?rd. 
Myn ees are woren bothe marke and blynd, 
Myn and is short, I want wynde, 
Thus has age dystroed my kynd. 
And reft myghtes alle ; 
Bot shortly mon I weynd away. 
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What tyme ne when I can not say, 
For it is gone fulle many a day 

Syii dede began to calle. 
Ther is no warke that 1 may wyrk, 
Bot oneths cralle I to the kyrk, 
To I com home I am bo irk 

That farther may I ooght ; 
Bot settys me downe and grankys and gronys, 
And lyges and restys my wery bonys, 
And alle nyght after grankes and groonys. 

On slepe tvUe I be broght. 
Bot never the les, the sothe to say. 
If I may nather by nyght ne day 
For age nather styr ne play. 

Nor jniJce no chere, 
Yit if I be never so old, 
I myn fulte welle that prophetes told, 
That now ar dede and layde fulle cold, 

Sythen gone many a yere ; 
Thay sayde that God, fulle of myght, 
Shuld send his son from heven bright. 
In a madyn for to light, 

Commen of David kyn ; 
Flesh and blood on hyr to take. 
And becom man for oure sake. 
Our redempcyon for to make. 

That slayn were thrugh syn. 
Bot, Lord, that us thy grace has hight. 
Send me thy sond, both day and nyght. 
And graunt me grace of lyfes light, 

And let me never de, 
To thou sich grace to me send 
That I may handylle hym in my hend, 
That shall come oure mys to amend 

And se hym with myn ee. 
Primus Angehts. Thou, Symeon, drede the noght. 
My Lord, that thou has long besoght. 

For thou has rightwys beyn ; 
Thyn askyng haa he grauntyd the. 
With outen dede on lyfe to be 

To thou thy Cryst have seyn. 
Secundus Angdus. Than Symeon, harkyn a space^ 
I bryng the tythynges of solace, 

For-thy, ryse up and gang 
To the temple, rfiou shalle fynd there 
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Godes son the before, 

Tliat thou has yei'nyd lang. 
Symeon. Lovyd be my Lord in wytle and ihoght, 
TJiat his servant foi<geItes noght, 

When that he seys tyme ; 
Welle is me that I ehalle dre 
T^lle I have sene hym with myn ee 

And no longer hyne. 
Lovyd be my Lord in heven, 
That thus has by his angelle steven 

Warnyd me of his commyog ; 
Therfor wille I with intent 
Put on me my vestment, 

In worship of thatkyng. 
He shalbe welcom unto ftie, 
rriiat Lord slialle make us allefre, 

Kyng of alle man kyn ; 
For with his bldodhe shalle us borod 
Both from catyfdam and from s'otoo. 

That was slayn thrugh syn. 
Tvnc piUsalnai. 
A, dere God ! what mi^ this be ? 
Cure bellys ryng so solemply,. 

Tor whom soever it is,. 
I4ow certes, I can not undcnrtaad, 
Bot if my Lord God allaweldand 

Be cotntnea, that die Bholien^rte ; 
This ncwse lygbtf^ns fulle wpUe myn favrt, 
Shalle I never rest,, and I have quart; 

Or I com ther sotons; 
Now welle were I an it lo were. 
For sich noyse hard I never, ere, 

Oure beltj^ fyng by thave: oons'. 
Josephta. Mary, Jt b«gynn)«'to pas^ 
Fourty dayes syn that thou was 

Delyvered of thy eoa-i 
To the temple I: red we arvtr. 
To clens the, and fulfylle the law-. 

As oure elders -woie won. 
Therfor, Mary,.mrak«.heysdT 
Take.^ ^^d and'^ i» w^md. 

The tempylla untyUe'; 
And we shalle with uMhrjag 
Thise turtyls two* to owe omyagi 
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The law we wille fulfylle. 
Maria, Joseph, that wylle I fulle welle, 
That the law every decile 

Be fulfyllyd in me ; 
Lord, that alle myghtes may, 
Oif us grace to do diis day 

That it be pleassyng to the. 

Angeli cardant; Simeon 

Primus Angdus. Thou, Symeon, rightwys and 
trew, 
Thou has desyred both old and new. 
To have a syght of Chryst JeMi, 
As prophecy has told ; 
Oft has thou prayed to have a sight 
OThym that in a madyn light, 
Here is that chyld of mekylle myght. 

Now has thou that thou wold. 
Saamdui Angina. Thou has desyryd it most of alle' 

■ The end of thu MjetArj, and Uw eammeiioemcnt of tha MUming, u* 
wutlogi ■ leaf or more trf' tlie nanuKripl Mag lo«k 
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That a madyn a barn shuld here ; 
And his name thus can thay telle. 
Fro the tyme that he bom were 
He shalbe callyd Emanuelle, 
Counselloure, and God of strengths, 
And wonderfulle also 
Shalle he be callyd, of brede and lengthe 
As far as any man may go. 

Tercius Ma^ister. Masters, youre resons ar right 

good, 
And wonderfulle to neven, 
Yit fynde I more by Abaciik ; 
Syrs, lysten a whyle unto my steven. 
Oure baylle, he says, shalle turn to boytt, 
Her afterward som day ; 
A wande shalle spryng fro Jessy roytt, 
The certan sothe thus can he say, 
And of that wande shalle spryng a floure. 
That shalle spryng up fulle hight, 
TTier of shalle com fulle swete odowre, 
And therapon shalle rest and lyght 
The Holy Gost, fulle niych of myght. 
The Goost of wysdora and of wyt 
Shalle beyld his nest, with mekylle right. 
And in it brede and sytt. 

Primus Magister. Bot when trew ye that this 

prophecy 
Shalbe fulfyllyd in dede ? 
That here is told so openly. 
As we in scrypture rede. 

Sectoidus Magister. A greatt mervelle for sothe it is, 
To us to here of sich mastry, 
A madyn to here a chyld, iwys, 
Wiihout man's seyde, that were ferty. 

Terciut Magister. The Holy Gost shalle in liyr 

lyght 
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And kepe liir maclyn tiede fuUe dene, 
Whoso may byde to se that sight 
'J hay ther not drede I wene. 

Primus Magister. Of aUe thise prophetes wyse of 
lore 
That knew the prophecy, more and les, 
Was none that told the Cyme before, 
When he shiild com to by us peasse. 

Secundus Magister. Wheder he be commen or not ' 
No knowlege Imve we in certayn, 
Bot he shalle com, that dowt we not, 
Fulle prophetys have prechyd it fuUe playn. 

Tercius Magister. Mekylle I thynk that thise 
prophetys 
Ar holden to God, that is on bight, 
That have knowyng of his behelys, 
And for to telle of his mekylle myght. 
TuTic venit Jesiis. 

Jesus. Masters, luf be with you lent. 
And mensk be unto this meneje. 

Primus Magister. Son, hens away I wold you went. 
For othere haft in hand have we. 

Secundus Magister. Son, whosoever the hyder sent , 
Thay were not wyse, tlius telle I the ; 
For we have othere tallys to teut 
Then now with barnes bowrdand to be. 

Tercius Magister. Son thou lyst ogjit lere to lyf by 
Moyses lay. 
Com heder, and thou shalle here the sawes that we 

wylle say ; 
For in som mynde it may the bryng 
To here our sawes red by rawes. 

Jesus. To lere of you nedys me no thyng 
For I knaw both youre dedys and sawes. 

Primus Magister. Hark, yonder barn with his bowr- 
dyng 
He wenys he kens more then he knawys, 
Nay, certes, son, thou art oure ying 
By clergy ylt to know oure lawes. 

Jesus. I wote as welle as ye how that youre lawes 
was wroght. 

Secundus Magister. Com sytt, soyn shalle we se, 
for certys so semys it uoght. 

Tercius Magister. It were wonder if any wyght 
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Untille oure resens righte shuld reche, 
And thou says thou has in sight 
Oure lawes Irulv to telle andteche. 

Jema. The rfoly Goit has on me lyght. 
And anoynt me lyke a leche. 
And gyrien to me powere and mygbt 
Hie kyngdom of neven to preche. 

Secwidus Magister. Whensever this bftrile may be 
That showyB tbise novels new ? 

Jesus. Certan, syrs, I was or ye^ 
And shalle be after you. 

Primut Mf^tter. Son, of ihi lawes, as we haVe 
cejlle, 
Aad of thi wytt is wonder thyng; 
Bot never the les fully I feylle 
That it may faylle in wyrkyng; 
Fot David demys ever ilk deylle, 
And thus he says of chylder ying, 
" Ex ore in&ntJum et lactantium perfecisti laudem." 
Of thare mowthra, sayth David, wele 
Oure Lord he lia^ perfonrmed lov3Tig ; 
Never the les, son, yit shuld thou lett 
Herfor to speke in large. 
For where masters ar mett 
Chylder wordys ar not to charge. 
For, certes, if thou wold never so &yB 
Oif alle thi lyst to lere the law. 
Thou art nawtbere of tnyght ne mayn 
To know it, as a clerk may knaw. 

Jestu. Syrs, I say you in certWH 
That sothfast shalle be alle my saw, 
And powere liavc I plene ana playn 
To say and answere as me aw. 

Primus MoffMer. Masters, what may this ment- ? 
Mervelle methynk have I ; 
Where ever this barne has bene 
That carps thus conandly. 

Seamdus MagtOtr. In warld as wyde as we have 
went 
Fand we never sich ferly fare ; 
Certe», I trow the bam be sent 
Sufferanly to salfe our sore. 

Jems. Syrs, I shalle preve in your present 
Alle the sawes that I sayde ar. 
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Terciut MoffisUr. Which callys thou the fyrst «nn- 
maundement, 
And Uie most in Moyses lare. 

Jesus. Syrs, synthen ye syt on raw, 
And halfyoure bookes on brede, 
Let se, syrs, in youre saw 
How right that ye can rede. 

Primus Magister. I rede that this is the fyrst by- 
dyng 
TTiat Moyses told us here untylle ; 
Honoure thi God over ilka thjTiff, 
With alle thi wyt and alle thi wjTle, 
And alle thi hart in hym shalle hyng, 
Erly aad late, bothe lowde and stylle. 

Jesus. Ye nede none othere bookys to bryng, 
Bot fownd this to fulfylle ; 
The seconde may men profe 
And clergy knaw therby, 
Youre neghburs shalle ye lofe 
Right as youre self truly. 
ITiise commaunded Moyses tylle alle men 
In his commaundes clere, 
In thise two bydvngys, shalle ye ken, 
Hyngys alle the law we aght tc lere. 
Who so fulfylles thise two then 
Withe mayn and mode and good manere, 
He ful^llys truly alle ten 
That after thaym folows in fere. 
Then shuld we God honowre 
With alle oure myght and mayn. 
And luf welle ilk neghboure 
Right as oure self certayn. 

Primus Maffister. Now, son, synthen thou has told 
us two, 
Wtiich ar the viij, can thou oght say ? 

Jesus. The thyrd bydys, where so ye go, 
That ye shalle halow the holy day, 
From bodely wark ye take youre rest, 
Youre household looke the same thay do. 
Both wyfe, chyld, servande, and beest. 
The fourt is then in weylte and wo 
Thi fader, thi moder, thou shalle honowre, 
Not only with thi reverence 
Bot in tnare nede thou thaym socoure, 
And kepe ay good obedyence. 
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The fyft bydys the no man alo, 
Ne harme hym never in worde ne dede, 
Ne suSre hym not to be in wo 
If thou may help hym in his nede. 
Tlie sext bydys the thi wyt'e to take, 
Bot none othere lawfully, 
Lust of lechery thou fie and fast fpnake, 
And drede ay, God where so thou be. 
The vij bydys the be no thefe feyr, 
Ne nothyng wyn with, trecjiery, 
Oker, ne aymony, thou com not nere, 
Bot conscyence ciere ay kepe truly. 
The viij bydys the be true m dede 
And fals wytnes looke thgu none bere, 
Looke thou npt ]y for freyad ne syb. 
Lest to thi saulle that it do dere. 
The ix byddes the not desyre 
Thi neghbur's wyfe ne his women, 
Bot as holy kyrk wold it were 
Right so thi purpose sett it in. 
The X byddes the. for nothyng 
Thi neghbur's goodys yerne wrpngwysjy, 
His house, his rent, ne hjs hafyng. 
And Crysten fayth. trow stedfastly. 
TTius in tabyls shalle ye ken 
Oure Lord ^o Moyses wratej 
Thise ar the commaundementes ten, 
Who so wille lely layt. 

Secundus Magister. Behald how he lege oure lawes. 
And ierj'd never on booke to rede ; 
Fulle sotelle sawes me thynk he says 
And also true, if we take hede. 

Tercius Magiafer. Yei, lett hym furthe on bis 
wayes, 
For if he dwelle withoiitten drede 
The pepylfe wille ful soyn hym prayse 
Welle more then us fqr alle oure dede. 

Primus Magister. Nay, n^y, then wyrk we wrang, 
Sich spekyng wilje we spare, 
As he cam let hym gang, 
And mefe us not no mare. 

Tone venient Jouphus et Maria, et dicet. Maria i 

Maria. A, dere Josephe ! what i» youre red ? 
Of oure greatt baylle no boy tt may be. 
My hart is hevy as any lede .-._■■■ 
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My seraely son to I hym se. 
Now have we soght in, every stedj 
Botbe up and downe, thUe dayes thre. 
And wjieder he be whik or dede 
Yit ^ftte we not ; so wo is me I 

Josephna. Sorow had never man mare, 
Bot mowmyng, Mary, may not amend; 
Fartbermor I red we fore 
To God som socoure send. 
Abowtt the tempylle if he be oght 
That wold I that we wyst tlus uyeht, 

Maria,, A, certes, I se that we nave soghtr 
In warld was never so semely a sight ; 
Lo, where he syttes, se ye hym noght 
Amanges yond masters mekylle of lAyght ? 

Jotephu, Blyssyd be he u? heder broght I 
In land now lyfes there none so light. 

Maria. Now dere Joseph, as have ye seylle. 
Go furthe and fetche youre son and myne ;. 
This day i* goyn nere ilka d^vlle. 
And we have nede for to go men. 

JosephUs. With men of my^t can I not melle, 
Ilea alle my travelle mon 1 tyne ; 
I can not with thaym, that wote ye welle, 
Thay are so gay in tiirrys fyne. 

Mari4i. Tothayni youre CTand forto say 
Surely that thar ye dred no deylle, 
Thay wille take nede to you alway 
Be cause <rf eld, this wote I peylle. 

Jot^us. When I com ther what shalle I say ? 
For I "wote not, as have. I c&ylle ; 
Bot thou wille have me sbamyd for ay, 
For I can nawthere crowke ne knele. 

Maria, Go we togeder, I hold it best. 
Unto yond worthy wyghtes in wede. 
And if I se, as have I rest, 
That ye wille not then must I nede. 

Joshua. Go thou and telle thi taylle fyrst, 
Thi son to se wille take good hede ; 
Wejnd furthe, Maiy, and do thi b^t, 
I com behynd, as God me spede. 

Maria. A, dere son, Jesus I 
Sythen we luf the alone 
Why dos thou tyUe us thus, 
And gars us make this mone ? 
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Tlii fader and I betwix us two. 
Son, for thi luf has lykyd ylie, 
We have the soght both to and fro 
Were and sore, as wyghtes wylle. 

Jesus. Wherto shuld ye, moder, seke me so ? 
Of): tymes it' has bene tald ye tylle 
My fader warkys, for wele or wo, 
Thus am I sent for to fiilfylle. 
Thise sawes, as have I eeylle, 
I can welle understande, 
I shalle thynk on them weylle 
To fownd what is folowand. 

Josephua. Now sothly, sod, the sight of the 
Has comforthed us of alle our care ; 
Cora furthe, now, with thi moder and me 
At Nazerethe I wold we ware. 

Jesus. Be leyf then, ye lordynges fre, 
For withe my freyndys now wylle I fare. 

Primus Magister. Son, where so thou shalle abyde 
or be 
God make the good man ever mare. 

Secundus Magis&r. No wonder if thoa, wife, 
Of his fyndyng be fayo ; 
He shalle, if be have lyfe, 
Prefe to a fiille good swayo. 

Terdus Magister. Son, looke thou layn for good or 
ylle 
The noyttes that we have oevened now ; 
And if thou lyke to abyde here stylle. 
And with us won, welcom art thou. 

Jesiis. Gramercy, syrs, of youre good wylle I 
No longer lyst I byde with you. 
My freyndys thoght I shalle fulfylle. 
And to thare bydyng baynly bow. 

Maria. Fulle welle is me this tyde. 
Now may we make good chere. 

Josepkus. No longer wylle we byde, 
Fare welle alle folk in fere. 

IXrLICIT PASIHA DOCTOKVK. 
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Johatmea. God, that mayd« bothe more and less, 
Heven and ertb, at his awne vylle, 
And merkyd man to his lyknes 
As thyng that wold his lyfe fulfylle, 
Apon the erthe he send lightnes, 
Bothe SOD and moyne lymett thertylle, 
He save you alle trooi synfulnes, 
And kepe you cleue, both lowd and stylle. 
Emang propbetys then am I oone 
That God has send to teche his law, 
And man to amend that wrang has gone 
Both with exampvUe and with saw. 
My name, for sotlie, ia Baptyst Johne, 
My fader Zacary ye koaw, 
That was dombe and mayde great mone, 
Before my byrthe, and stode m awe ; 
Elezabethe my moder was, 
Awntt unto Mary madyn mylde. 
And as the son snyuys thorow the glas, 
Certes, in her wombe so dyd hir chyld. 
Yit the Jues inqueryd me has 
If I be Cryst, thay ar begyld, 
For Jesus shal amend man's trespas, 
That with freylle of fyltbe is fylyd. 
I am send hot messyngere 
From hym that alkyn mys may mend ; 
I go before bodword to here, 
And as forgangere am I send. 
His ways to wyse, his lawes to lere, 
Both man and wyfe that has offende. 
FuIIe mekylle barett mon he bere 
Or tyme he have broght alle tylle ende, 
Thise Jues shalle hyng hym on a roode, 
Man's saulle to hym it is so leyfe, 
And therapon slialle shede his bloode. 
As he were tratoure or a thefe, 
Not for his gylt bot for oure goode. 
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Because that we ar in myacbefe ; 

HiUB shalle he dy, tbat frely foode, 

And ryse agane tylle our relefe. 

Id water clere then baptyse I 

The pepylle that ar in thie coste, 

Bot he snalle do more myghtely, 

And baptyse in the Holy Goost ; 

And with the bloode of his body 

Weshe onre synneB bothe leste and moost, 

T^wfok*! me mynkj bothe ye and I 

Agans the feynde.ai* welte ectdoost. 

I am not worthy for to lawse 

Tlie leste thwong that longes to his sfaoyne, 

Bot God Almyffhty, that lUle ktiawea, 

In erthe thi wilK it must be done. 

I thank the. Lord, that thi sedfe sawes 

Etnang man kynde to groyf so sone, 

And every day that on erthe dawes 

Feydys us with fbode bothe even and tu>ne ; 

We ar, Lord, bopdoA unto the, 

To luf the here both day &nd nyght. 

For thou has send thi'son so fre 

To save man's saulle that dede was dight 
Thrugh Adam syn and Eve foly. 

That synnyd thrughe the feyndes myght ; 

Bot, Lord, on man thou has pyte. 

And beyld thi banies in heven so bright. 
Primug Angetus, Harkyn to me, thou Johne 
Baptyst ; 

The Fader of heven he greetes the weylle, 

For he has fon the true and tryst. 

And dog thi dever eveiy deytle ; 

Wyt thou welle his wijfe thus ist, 

Syn thou art etabylle as any steylle. 

That thou shalle bi^yse Jesus Ctyst 

In flume Jordan, man s care to beylle. 

Johaiwes. A, dere God ! what may this be ? 

I hard a Steven, bot no^te I saw. 

Primus Angelua. Johne, it is I that spidie to the, 

To do this dede have ^ou none aw. 
Jokarmes. Shuld I abyde to he com to me ? 

That that shalle never be, I traw ; 

I shalle go mete that Lord so fre 

As far as I may se on knaw. 
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Secnndsi Angelaa. Nay, Johne, liiat is not welie 
ttttand ; 
HiB fader wille thou mnst nedes wyrk." 

Primus Angelux. John, be thou here abydand, 
Bot when he commys be thoti not yrk. 

Johannes. By this I may welle understand 
That chylder shuld be broght to kyrk, 
For to be baptysyil in every land ; 
To me this law yit is it myrk. 

Secimdits Angelua. Johne, this place it is pleasayng, 
And it is callyd Sume Jordan ; 
Here is no kyrk, ne no bygync, 
Bot where the foder wylle ordan 
It is Godes wylle and his bydyng. 

Johasaaes. By this, for sothe, welle thynk me than 
His wark to be at his lykyng. 
And ilk folk pleaase hym that they can, 
Sen I must nedys his lyst fulfylle 
He shalle be welcom unto me, 
I yeld me holy to his wille. 
Where so ever I abyde or be. 
I am his servande, lowd and stylle, 
And messyngere uuto that fre, 
Whethere that he wille save or spylle 
Z shalle not gruche in no degre. 

Jesua. Johne, Godes servand and prophete. 
My fader, that is unto the dere, 
Has send me to the, welle thou wytt, 
To be b(4)tysyd in water clere ; 
For reprefe unto man's rytt 
TTie law I wille fulfylle right here, 
My fader ordy nance thug is it, 
And thus my wille is that it were. 
I com to the baptym to take, 
To whome my fader has me sent, 
With oyle and creme that thou shalle make 
Unto that worthi sacrament. 
And therfor, Johne, it not forsake, 
Bot com to me in this present ; 
For now wille I no farther rake 
Or I have done his commaundement. 

Johamtet. A, Lord I I love the for thi commyng, 
I am redy to do his wille, 
In word, in wark, in alle kyn thyng, 
What soever he sendes nie tylle ; 
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This bewteose Lord to bryng to me 
His awne servande, this is no skylle, 
A knyght to baptyse his lord kyng, 
My pauste may it not fulfylle. 
And if I were worthy 
For to fullylle this sacrament, 
I have no connyng, securly, 
To do it after thyne intent ; 
And therfor, Lord, I ask mercy, 
Hald me excusyd as I have ment, 
I dar not towche thi blyssyd body, 
My hart wUle never to it assent. 

Jesus. Of thi connyne, Johne, drede the noght ; 
My fader his B.elfe he wille the teche, 
He that atle this warld has wroght, 
He send the playnly forto preche ; 
He knawys man's hart, his dede, his thoght ; 
He wotes how far man's myght may reche, 
Therfor heder have I soght, 
My fader )yst may none appeche. 
Behold, he sendys his angels two, 
In tokyn I am both God and man, 
Thou gyf me baptym or I go, 
And dyp me in this flume Jordan. 
Sen he wylle tlms, I wold wytt who 
Durst hym agan stand p Johne, com on than 
And baptyse me for freynde or fo, 
And do it,, Johne, right as thou can. 

Primus Angelus. Jt^ne, be thou buxom and ri^t 
bayn, 
And be not gruchand in no thyng. 
Me thynk thou aght to be fulle fayn 
For to fulfylle my Lordes bydyng 
Erly and late, with moyde and mayn, 
ITierfor to the this word 1 bryng, 
My Lord has gyffen the powere playn, 
And drede the noght of thi conyng. 

Secundus Angelus. He sendes the Jierehie 
dere chyld, 
Thou welcom hym and make hym chere. 
Born of a madyn meke and mylde. 
That freiy foode is made thi fere } 
Withe syn his moder was never fylde, 
Ther was never man neghyd hyr nere, 
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In word ne wark the was never wjJde, 
Therfor hir son thou baptyse here. 

Primus Angelas. And, securly, I wilte thou knaw 
Whi that he commys thus unto the, 
He commys to folfylle the law, 
As pereles prynce most of pauste ; 
And therfor, Johne, do as thou awe, 
And gruch thou never in this degre 
To baptyse hym that thou here saw, 
For wyt thou weile this same is he. 

Johannes. I am not worthi to do this dede, 
Never theles I wllle be Godes servand ; 
Bot yit, dere Lord, sen I must nede 
I wille do as thou has commaunde. 
I tremylle- and 1 whake for drede, 
I dar not towche the with my hande, 
Bot, certes, I wille not lose my mede ; 
Abyde, my Lord, and by me stande. 
I baptyse the, Jesus, in by 
In the name of thi Fader fre, 
In nomine Patris et Filii 
Sen he wille that it so be, 
Et Spiritus altissimi, 
And of the Holy Goost on he ; 
I aske the, Lord, of thi mercy, 
Here after that thou wold blys me. 
[Here I the anoynt also 
With oyle and creme in this intent. 
That men may wit, where so thay go. 
This is a worthy sacrament. 
Ther ar vj othere and no mo, 
The whiche thi self to erth has sent. 
And in true tokyn, oone of tho 
The fyrst on the now is it spent.]* 
Thou wyshe me. Lord, if I do wrang. 
My wille it were forto do weylle ; 
I am fill ferd yit ay emang, 
If I dyd right I shuld done knele. 
Tliou blys me. Lord, hens or thou gang. 
So that I may thi frenship fele, 
I have desyryd this sight ful lang, 
For to dy now rek I no dele. 

■ The lines enclosed within bracket* have been slruck tbtouj^ ; ud In the 
owrgin it added, in a lal«r haitdi " correctyd and not played." 



,,GoogIc 



170 TOWNELCY MYSTERIES. 

Jeoa. litis beeet, Johne, thou here with the, 
It is a beest iiilJe blyst ; 

Hie tradat ei agnum Dei. 
Johne, it Is the lamb of me, 
Beest none othere ist. 
It may were the from adversyte, 
And so look that thou tryst ; 
By this beest knowen shalle thou he, 
"rtiat thou art Johne Baptyste. 

Johannes. For I have sene the lamb of God 
Which weahys away syn of this warld. 
And towchid hym, for even or od, 
My hart therto was ay ful hard. 
For that it shuld be better trowed 
An angelle had me nere hand mard, 
Bot He that rewlys alle with his rod 
He blys me when I draw homward. 

Jesus, I graunt the, Johne, for thi travale 
Ay lastand joy in blys to byd^ 
And to alle those that trowys this taylle. 
And saw me not yit gloryfyde. 
I shalbe boytt of alle thare baylle, . 
And send them socoure on every syde ; 
My fader and I may thaym avaylle, 
Man or woman that leyfes thare pryde. 
Bot, Johne, weynd thou forthe and preche 
Agans the folk that doth amys, 
And to the pepylle the trowthe thou teche. 
To rightwys way look thou tliam avys. 
And as far as thi wyt may reche 
Byd thaym be bowne to byde my blys ; 
For at the day of dome I shalle thaym peche 
That herys not the nor trowys not this. 
Byd thaym leyfe ayn, for I it hate, 
For it I mon dy on a tre. 
By prophecy fulle welle I wate ; 
My moder certes that sight mon se, 
That sorowfutle bight shalle make hir maytt, 
For I was borne of hir body ; 
Farwelle Johne, I go my gaytte, 
I blys the with the Trynyte. 

Johannes. Almyghty God in persons thre, 
Alle in oone snbstence ay ingroost, 
I thank the. Lord in mageste. 
Fader and Son and Holy Goost. 
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Thou send thi Eon from heven so he 

To Mary mylde into this cooste, 

And now thou sendes hym unto me, 

For to be baptysid in this oast. 

Farwelle, the t'relyst that ever was fed, 

Farwelle floure more Iresh, the floure de lyce, 

Farwelle, stersman to theym that ar sted 

In stormes, or in desese lyse, 

Thi moder was madyn and wed ; 

Farwelle, pereles most of pryce, 

Farwelle, the luflyst that ever was bred, , 

Thi moder is of helle emprise. 

Farwelle, blissid bothe blood and booe. 

Farwelle, the semelyst that ever was aeyo,, 

To the Jesus I make make my mone, 

Farwelle, comly of cors so cleyn. 

Farwel gracyouse gome, where so thou gone* 

Ful mekille grace is to the geyn. 
Thou leyne us iyffyng on thi lone. 
Thou may us mende more then we weyn. 

I wylle go preche both to more and 1^ 

As I am chargyd securly ; 

Syrs, forsake youre wykydnes, 

Ireyde, envy, slowthe, wrathe, and lechery. 

Here God's service,* more and lesse ; 

Pleas God with praying, thus red I, 

Be war when detne comys with dystras, 

So that ye dy not sodanly. 

Dethe sparis none that lyf has borne, 

Therfor thynk on what I you say ; 

Beseche youre God bothe even and moroe 

You for to save from syn that day. 

Thjnk how in baptym ye ar swome 

To be Godes servandes, withoutten oay ; 

Let never his luf from you be loroe, 

God bryng you to his blys for ay. Ahk*. 
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INCIPIT CONSPIRACIO, 



PUaiiu. Pease, carles, I commauade, unconand 
I calle you ; 
X M.y stvDt and stande or foulle myght befalle you 
From this burnyahyd brande, now when I behald you 
X red ye be shunand, or ek the dwilte skald you 

At onys. 
I am kyd as men knawes, 
Leyf leder of lawes, 
Seoioiirs, eeke to my sawes, 

For biyssyng of youre bonys. 
Ye wot not wel I weyn what wey is commen to 

towne, 
So conUy cled and cleyn, a rewler of great renowne. 
In sight if I were seyn the granser of great Mahowne, 
My name Pylate has beyn, was never kyng with 
crowne 

* More worthy ; 
My wysdom and my wytt 
In sete here aa I sytt, 
Was never more lyke it. 

My dedes thus to dyscry. 
For I am he that may make or mar a man, 
My self if I it aay as men of cowrte now can ; 
Supporte a man to day, to-mome agans hym than, 
On both parties thus I play and fenys me to ordan 

The right ; 
Bot alle fals indytars. 
Quest mangers and jurers, 
And alle thise fals out rydars, 

At welcom to my sigigt. 
More nede had I never of sich servand - now, I say 

you, 
So can I welle consider the trowthe I most displeas 

you, 
And therfor com I hedyr, of peas therfor I pray you, 
Ther is a lurdan ledyr I wold ehuld not dysmay you 
A bowtt ; 
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A prophete is he prasyd, 
And great unrlght has ra&yd, 
Bot, be my banys here blasid, 

His dethe is dight no dowtt. 
He prechys the pepylle here, that fature fals Jesus, 
That if he lyf a yere dystroy oure law must us, 
And yit I stand in fere so wyde he wyrkys vertus, 
No fawl can on him bere no lyfand leyde tyUe us; 

Bot sleyghtys 
Agans bym shalle De soght, 
That alle this wo has wroghN 
Bot on hb bonys it shaUe be boght, 

So simile I venge our rightys. 
That fatoure says that thre shuld ever dwelle in oone 

Godhede, 
That ever was and shalle be soth&st in man hede, 
He says of a madyn born was he, that never toke 

man's sede, 
And that his self shalle dy on tre and man's sawlle out 
of prison lede ; 

Let hvm alone. 
If this be true in deyd. 
His sheth shalle spryng and sprede, 
And over com ever ylkone. 
Cayphas. Syr Pilate, prynce of mekyllegrice, 
That prevyd is witboutten pere, 
And lordyuges that oure laws in lyse. 
On oure law now must us lere, 
And of our warkys we must be wyse, 
Or els is alle oure welthe in were, 
Therfor say sadly youre avyse. 
Of hedus harmes that we have here 
Towchyng that tratoure Strang, 
That makys thus beleyf. 
For if he may thus furthe gang, 
It wille over greatly grefe. 

Anna. Sir, our folk ar so afrayd, 
Thrughe lesyns he losys oure lay ; 
Som remedy must be rayd, 
So that he weynd not thus away. 

Pilatui. Now certan, syrs, this was welle sayd. 
And I assent right as ye say, 
Som pervay poynt to be purvayd 
To mar his might if we may ; 
And therfor, sirs, in this present, 
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What pojTit so were to prase, 
Let alle be at assent, 
Let se what ilk man says. 

Caypkas. Sir, I bave sayd you \ttite befbrne 
His sotfltyes a»d grefes to saHe,^ 
He turnes oura folk btrth eTea acd raonie. 
And ay sukes maatres lAan and mbre. 

AnnQ. Sir, if he skape it were gr»t skorm, 
To spylle hym tytt we wille not spare. 
For if oure lawes were thus^ates lome 
Men wold say it were lake of lare. 

Piiatua. For certaiJ, ayrsj ye say right weyBe 
For to wyrk witlw^, 
Bot yit booe fawt mint tie feylle, 
Wherfbr that he shuld dy ; 
And therfor, syrs, let ie-yoore saw, 
FcH* what thyng we shuld. hym slo. 

Cayphas. Sir, I can rekyn you on a raw 
A tho'ii^und'waQden ami welle moo 
Of crokyd men, that we welle knaw, 
How grathly that he gars them' g*^ 
And even he leges agans oure law, 
Tempys oure fwk and tnniys: us fro. 

Anna. Lord, dom and de^ in onre pfestfnt 
Dely v.er8 he by downe atid dayUe, 
What hurtys or harmes llwy hent 
Fulle hastely he m^es them b^Ue. 
And for siche warkes as he is w^it 
Of ilk welthe he m^ avaylle-^ 
And unto us he takes na tent, 
Bot ilk man trowes unto his taylle. 

Pilalwt. Yei, dwiUe \ and dm he thus 
As ye welle here wytnes ? 
Sich fawte falle to us 
Be oure dome for to redres. 

Cayphas. And also, sir, I have hard say 
An other noy that ris^ys us nsre^ 
He wille Dot kepe oure sabate day 
That holy shuld be balden iim« ; 
Bot forbedys far and uere 
To wj^rk at oiure bydyng. 

PUattts. Now, by Mahown's bloode so derc^. 
He shalle aby this bdwrdysg ; 
What, dwille, wille he be ^re 9 
This hold I great heth^ngv 
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Jana. Nay, nay, welle more is ther ; 
He callys hym self heven's kyng, 
And says that he is so myghty 
Alle rightwytnes to rewlle and red. 
' PiltUus. By Mahowo's blood, that shalle he aby 
Withe bytter baylls .or I ett bred ! 

Primm Miles. Lord, the lothe Lasare of Betaoy 
That lay stynkand in a sted. 
Up he rasyd bodely 
The fourt day after he was ded. 

Secundus Miles. And for that he hym rasyd, 
Tliat had lyne dede so long a space 
The people hym fulle tnekylle prasyd 
Over alle in eVery place. 

Ama. Emanges the folk has he the name 
Tliat he is Codes son, luid none cJs, 
And his self says the same 
That his fader in heven dwelles ; 
That he shalle rewlle both wyld and tame, 
Of alle sich meters thus he mels. 

PHatus. This is the dwrll-s payn ! 
Who trowys sich talys as he tels ? 

Cayphas. Yis, lord, have here my liS&d, 
And ilk man beyldes hym as his brother, 
Sich whaynt cantelys he can. 
Lord, ye knew never siche an otfaere. 

Pilatus Why, and wotes he not that I hnive 
Bold men to be bis bayn ? 
I commaunde bothe knygbt and knave 
Sesse not to that lad be slayn. 

Primus Miles. Sir Pylate, mefe you now no 
more, 
Bot meGC youre hart and mend youre mode. 
For bot if that loselle lere oure lore 
And leyf his gawdes he were at goode ; 
For in oure tempylle we wille not spare 
To take that loselle, if he were w<M>de. 

Pilatus. In oure tempylle? the dwille I what dy4 
he thare? 
That shalle he by, by Mahoun's blood I 

Sectmdm Miles. Lord, we wist not youre wylla. 
With wrung ye us wyte ; 
Had ye so told us tylle 
We snuld have takyn hym tyte. 
' Pilatut. The dwale he hang you highe to dt^ I 
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TOWMELEV MVSTEHIES, 



. Whi, wold ye lefe oure lay ? 
Go bryng hym heder hastely, 
■ So that he weynd not thus away, 

Cayphus, Sir Pilate, be not to hasty, 
Bot suffer over oure Sabote day 
In the mene tyme to Bpyr and spy 
Mo of his mervpls, if men may. 

Anna. Yei, sir, and when this feaste is went 
TTien shalle his crafiys be kyd. 

PUatus. Certes, syrs, and I assent 
For to abyde then, as ye byd. 

Tunc venit Judas. 

Judas. Masters, myrth be you emang, 
And mensk be to this meneye. 

Cayphat. Go ! othere gates thou has to gang 
With sorow ; who send after the ? 

Judas. Syrs, if I have done any wrang 
At youre awne bydyng wille I be. 
I PUatus. Go hence, harTot, hy mot thou hang ! 
I Where in the dwille hand had we the ? 

Judas. Goode sir, take it to no grefe, 
For my menyng it may avaylle, 

Amid. We, lad, thou shutd ask lefe 
To com in such counsaylle. 

Judas. Sir, alle your counselle wille I ken ; 
Ye mene my master for to take. 

Atma. A ha ! here is oone of his men 
That thus unwynly gars us wake. 

PUatus. La bond on hym, and hurl hym then 
Emanges you, for his master's sake; 
: For we have maters mo then ten 
That welle more myster were to make. 

Cat/phas. Set on hym buf&ttys sad 
Sen he sich mastrys mase, 
And teche ye sich a lad 
To prefer hym in siche b place. 

Judas. Sir, my profer may both pleas and gay 
To alle the lordes in this present. 
J PUatus. We ! go hens in xx dwille way ] 
We have no tome the for to tent. 

Jitdas. Yis, the profete that has lost youre lay 
By wonder warkes as he is went 
If ye wille sheynd hym as ye say, 
To selle hym you I wylle assent. 
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CONSPIRACIO ET CAPCIO, 177 

Pilaius. A, sir, hark, what says thou ? 
Let se and shew thi skylle. 

Jtidtts. Sir, a bargan bede I you. 
By it if ye wilie. 

Anna. What is thi name ? do telle in hy, 
If we may wit if thou do vnaag. 

Judas. Judas Scarioth, so highte I, 
lliat wilh the profet has dwellyd Ituig. 

Pilattts. Sir, thou art welcom witterly. 
Say what thou wille us here emang. 

Jttdag. Not els but if ye wille hym by, 
Do say me sadly or I gang. 

Cayphas. Yia, freyod, in fathe wille we 
Noght els, but hartely say 
How that bargan may be. 
And we shalle make the pay. 

Anna. Judas, forto bold the haylle, 
And for to felle alle fowlle defame 
Look that thou may avow thi saylle, 
Then may thou be witboutten buune. 

Judas. Sir, of my teyn gyf ye never taylle, 
So that ye have hym here at bame ; 
His bowrdyne hes me broeht in baylle, 
And certes his self shalle have the same. 
Cayphas. Sir Pylate, tentys here tylle* 
And lightly leyf it noght, 
Then may ye do youre wylle 
Of hym that ye have boght. 

Antia. Yei, and then may we be bold 
Fro alle the folk to hold him fre ; 
And hald hym hard with us in hold, 
Right as oone of your meneye. 

Piiaita. Nou, Judas, sen ne shalbe sold 
How lowfys thou hym ? belyfe let se. 
Judas. For xxx pennys truly told, 
Or els may not that bargan be ; 
So myche gart he me lose 
Malyeyusly and ylle, 
Therfor ye shalle have chose 
To by or let be stylle. 

Amia. Gart he the lose ? I pray tlie why. 
Telle us now pertly or thou pas. 

Judas. I shalle you say, aud that in hy, 
Every word right as it was. 
In Symon house with hym sat I 
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With othere meoeje that he has, 

A woman cam to company, 

Callyng hym lord, sayng alas I 

For synnes that she had wroght 

She wepyd »ore always, 

And an oyntment she broght 

That precyus was to prayse. 

She weshyd hym with her ten's weytt, 

And sen dryed hym with hir hare, 

This fare oyntmeat, hir bale to beytt, 

Apon his hede she put it thai-e, 

That it ran alle abowte his feytt ; 

I thogfat it Was ferly fare, 

The house was full© of odowre sweytt. 

Then to speke myght I not spare, 

For, certes, I had not seyn 

None oyntment half so iyne, 

'ITier at my hart had te)!! 

Siche tresoure for to tyne. 

I sayd it was wcH^by to selle 

Thre himdrethe pens in oure present, 

For to parte poore men emelle, 

Bot wille ye se wberby I ment ? 

The tent parte, truly to telle, 

To ttike to me was myne intent, 

For of the tresure that to ua felle 

The tent parte ever with me went ; 

And if iij hundreth be right told 

The tent parte is even thryrty, 

Right so he shalbe sold ; 

Say if ye wille hym by. 

Pilaius. Now for certan, sir, thou says right wele, 
Sen he wate the with sich a wrast, 
For to sliape hym soni uncele, 
And for his bost be not abast. 

Attna. Sir, alle Ihyn askyng every dele 
Here ahalle thou liafe, therof be traat ; 
Bot looke that we no falshode fele. 

Judas. Sir, with a profe may ye frast ; 
Alle that I have here hight 
I shalle fuifille in dede, 
And welle more at my myghl 
In tyme when I se ncde. 

Pilatus. Judas, this spekyng must be spw, 
And neven it never nyght ne day ; 
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Let no laaxi wyt where that we war, 
For ferdnes of a fowUe enfray. 

Cayphas. Syr, therof let us moyte no mare, 
We hold lis payde, take ther thi pay. 

Judas. This gart he me lotie lang are, 
Now ar we even for onys and ay. 

Anna. This forwarde wUle not faylle> 
Tlierof we may be glad, 
How wer the best counsaylle 
In hast that we hym had. 

Pilatus. We shalle hym have» and that in hy, 
Fiilie hastely here in this halle ; 
Sr knyghtysj tlia' ar of ^ede doghty, 
Stynt never in stede ne stalle 
Bot looke ye bryng hym hastely 
That fatur fals, what so befalle. 

Primus Miles. Sir, be not abast therby, 
For as ye byd wyrk we shalle. 

T^nc dicet Sanctus Johannes. 

Jokatmet Apostolus. Sir, where wilie ye youre Pask 
ete? 
Say us, let us dight youre mete. 

Jesus. Go furtn, Johne and Peter, to yond cyte, 
When ye com there ye shalle then se 
In the strete, as tyte, a man 
Beryng water in a can, 
The house that he gose to grith 
Ye sballe folow and go hym with, 
Tlie lord of that house ye shalle fynde, 
A sympylle man of cely kynde; 
Toiym ye ahalle speke and say 
That I com here by the way. 
Say I pray hym, if his witle be, 
Alytylle whyle to ese me. 
That I and my dyscypyls alle 
Myght rest a whyle m his halle. 
That we may ete oure Paske thore. 

Peirus. Lord, we shalle hy us before 
To that we com to that cyte, 
Youre Paske shalle ordand be. 
Tunc pergent Johannes et Peti-us ad civUatem, et olvkt 

eis homo, etc. 
Sir, oure master the prophelt 
Commys behynde in the strete. 
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And of & chamber he you prays 
To ete and drynk iher in with easse. 

Paterfamilias. Sirs, he is welcom unto me, 
And so is alle his company ; 
With alle my hart and alle my wille 
]b he welcom me untylle. 
Lo hM'e a chambre fast by, 
Ther in to make youre mangery, 
1 shal warand fare strewed ; 
It shuld not eU to you be shetred, 

TVdtc parent Johannes et POruB mensam. 

Johannes. Sir, youre mett is redy bowne, 
Wille ye wesh and syt downe ? 

Jesus. Yei, gyf uh water tylle omre hande, 
Take we the grace that Goci has send ; 
Come furth, botlt ooue and othere, 
If I be master I wille be brother. 
TwK cotaedent, et Jydas porrigit manum tn discum 

cum Jesu. 
Judas, what menys thou ? 

Judas. No thyng. Lord, but ete with you. 

Jesus, Ete, brether, hardely. 
For oone of you shalle betray. 

Petrus. Lord, who ever that be may, 
Lord, I shalle never the betray; 
Dere master, is it oght I? 

Jesus. Nay thou, Peter, certanly. 

JohaTines. Master is oght I he then ? 

Jesus. Nay, for trowthe, Johne, I the ken. 

Andreas. Master, am I oght that shrew ? 

Jesus. Nay forsothe, thou Andrew. 

Simon. Master, then is oght I ? 

Jesus. Nay, thou Simon, securly. 

PhUippus. Is it oght I that shuld do that dede ? 

Jesus. Nay Philyp, withoutten drede. 

Thadeus. Was it oght I that hight Thadee ? 

Jacobus. Or we two Jamys ? 

Jesus. Nay none of you is he ; 

Bot he that ett with me in dysh 
He shalle my body betray, iwys. 

Judas. Wliflt then, wene ye that I it am ? 

Jesus. Thou says sotbe, thou berys the blame ; 
Ichon of you shalle this nyght 
For sake me, and fayn he rin'ght. 
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Joieames. Nay certes, God forbeyd 
That ever shuld we do that deyd ! 

Petrus. If alle, master, forsaJce the, 
Shalie I never fro the fle. 

Jesua. Peter, thou ehalle thryse apon a thraw 
Forsake me or the cok craw ; 
Take up this clethe and let us go, 
For we liave othere thyages at do. 

Hie Ittvet pedet diaeiptUorum. 
Sit alle downe, and here and sees, 
For I shalie weshe youre feet on knees. 

Et mit^ns aguam inpelvtm venit ad Petrum. 

Petrus. Lord, shuld thou weshe feytt myne ? 
Thou art my Lord, and I thy hyne. 

Jaus. Why I do it thou wote not*yit ; 
Peter, herafter shalie thou wytt. 

Petms. Nay, niaster, I the heytt 
Thou shalie never weah my feytt. 

Jesus. Bot I the wesh thou mon mys 
Parte with me in heven's blys. 

Petrus. Nay, Lord, or I that forgo, 
Wesh heede, handes, and feytt also. 

Jesus. Ye ar clene, bot not alle, 
That shalie be sene when tyme shalie falle. 
Who shalie be weshyn as I weyn 
He thar not wesh his feytt clene ; 
And for sothe clene ar ye, 
Bot not alle as ye shuld he. 
I shalie you say take good beds 
Whi that I have done the dede ; 
Ye calle me master, and lord by name'. 
Ye say fulle welle, for so I am ; 
Sen 1 both lord and master to you wold knele 
To wesh youre fete, so must ye wele. 
Now wot ye what I have done, 
Ensampylle have I gyffen you to ; 
Loke ye do so eft sone, 
Ichon of you wesh other fete, lo. 
For he that servand is. 
For sothe, as I say you, 
Not more then his Lord tie is. 
To whome he servyce owe. 
Or (hat this myght be gone 
H 3 
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Alone wille ye lejf me. 
For in this nyght ilkoii 
Ye shalle fro me fle ; 
For when the hyrd is smeten 
The shepe shalle fle away, 
Be skaterd wyde and byten j 
The prophetes thus can say. 

Petrus. Lord, if that I shuld dy 
ForEake the ahalle I noght. 

Jesus. For soihe, Peter, I say lo the 
In so great drede shalle thou be broght 
That, or the cok have crowen twyse. 
Thou shalle deny me tymes thre. 

Petrm. That shalle I never, lord, iwys ; 
Ere shall I with the de, 

Jesus. Now lote youre hartes be grefyd noght, 
Nawther in drede np in wo, 
Bot trow in God, that you has wroght, 
And in me trow ye aleo ; 
In my fader house, for sothe, 
Is many a wonnyng stede, 
That men shalle have aftyr thare trowthe, 
Soyn after thay be dede. 
And here may 1 no longer leynd, 
Bot I shalle go before. 
And yit if I before you weynd. 
For you to ordan thore, 
I shalle com to you agane. 
And take you to me. 
That where so ever I am 
Ye shalle be with me. 
And I am way, and sothe-fastnes. 
And lyfe that ever shalbe, 
And to my fader comys none, iwys, 
Bot oonly thorow me. 
I wille not leyf you alle helples. 
As men without'ten freynd, 
As faderles and moderles, 
Thof alle I fro you weynd ; 
I shalle com eft to you agayn, 
This warld shalle me not ee, 
Bot ye shalle se me welle certaa. 
And lyfand shalle I be. 
And ye shalle lyf in heven, 
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Then slialle ye knaw, iwys, 

ITiat I am iti my fader even 

And my fader in me is. 

And I in you, and ye in me, 

And ilka man therto, 

My commaundement that kepya trule 

And after it wille do. 

Now have ye hard what I liave iayde, 

I go and com agayn, 

Therfor looke ye be payde 

And also glad and fayn ; 

For to my fader I weynd, 

For more then I is he, 

I let yoa wytt, as faythfulle freynd, 

Or tlut it done be. 

That ye may trow when it is done, 

For certes, I may noght now 

Many thynges so soyn 

At this tyme speak with you. 

For the prynce of this warld is commyn. 

And no powere has he in me, 

Bot as that alle the warld within 

May both here and se, 

liiat I owe luf my fader to, 

Sen he me heder sent. 

And alle thynges I do 

After his commaundement. 

Ryse ye up ilkon 

And weynd we on oure way, 

As fast as we may gone 

To Olyvete to pray. 

Peter, Jamys, and thou Johne, 

Ryse up and folow me, 

My tyme it commys anone, 

Abyde stylle here ye thre. 

Say youre prayera here by nethe, 

Tliat ye falle in no fowndyng, 

My sawlle is bevy agans the deth 

And the sore pynyng. 

7\mc orabiti et dicet. 
Fader let this great payn be stylle, 
And pas away fro me ; 
Bot not, fader, at my wyll« 
Bot thyn fulfylletf be. 
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Et reverts ad diacipidoa. 
Symon, I say, slepys thou ? 
Awake I red you alle ; 
The feynd fulle fast salys yon, 
In wan-hope to gar you f^Ie ; 
Bot I shalle pray my fader so 
That his myght shalle not dere. 
My goost is prest therto. 
My iiesh is seke for fere. 

Et iterum orabit. 
Fader, thi son I was. 
Of the I aske this hoyn. 
If this payn may not pas. 
Fader, thi wille be doyn. 

Et revertet ad diacipuku. 
Ye.slepe, brether, yit I see, 
It is for sorow that ye do so ; 
Ye have so lang wepyd for me 
That ye ar masyd and lappyd in wo. 

Et tercid orabii : 
Dere fader, thou here my wylle, 
This passyon thou put fro me away ;' 
And if I must nedes go ther tylle 
I shalle fulfille thi wylle today ; 
Therfor this bytter passyon 
If I may not put by, 
I am here redy at thi dome, 
Thou comforte me that am drery. 

Trinitas. My comforte, son, I shalle the tel]e» 
Of ihynges tliat felle by reson ; 
As Lucyfer, for syn that felle, 
Betrayd Eve with his fals tresoD, 
Adam assent his wyfe untylle. 
The wekyd goosi then askyd a bone 
"Which has hurt mankynde fulle ylle ; 
This was the wordys he askyd soyn, 
Alle that ever of Adam com 
Holly to hym to take, 
With hym to dwelle withoutten dome. 
In payn that never shalle slake. 
To that a chyld myght be borne 
Of a madyn, and she wemles, 
As clene as that she was beforne, 
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As puryd sylver or shynand glas ; 

To tyme that childe to deth were diffht, 

And rasyd hym self apaa the thryd day, 

And steyen to heven thnighe his swoe myght. 

Who may do that hot God veray ? 

Sen thou art man and nedes must dee, 

And go to helle as othere done, 

Bot that were wrong, withoutten lee, 

ITiat Godes son there shuld won 

In payn with his under-lowte ; 

Wytt ye welle, withoulten weyn, 

mien oone is borod alle shalle owtt, 

And borod be from teyn. 

Jesus. Slepc ye now and take youre rest, 
My tyme is nere command ; 
Awake a whyle for he is next 
That me shalle gyf into synners' hand. 

Pilaiua. Peas I comaunde you, carleB unkynde, 
To stand as stylle as any stone. 
In donyon depe he shalbe pynde, 
'Riat wille not sesse his tong anone ; 
For I am govemowre of the law, 
My name it is Pilate, 
I may lightly gar hang you or draw, 
I stand in sich astate, 
To do what so 1 wille. 
And therfor peas I byd you alle, 
And loke ye hold you stille, 
And with no brodels brail e, 
Tylle we have done oure dede ; 
\^o so makes nose or cry 
His nek I shalle gar blede. 
With this I here in hy. 
To this tratoure be take 
That wold dystroy oure lawe j 
Judas, thou may it not for sake, 
Take hede unto my sawe. 
Thynk what thou has doyn. 
That has thi master sold, 
Performe thi bargan soyn, 
Thou has thi money takyn and told. 

Judaa. Ordan ye knyghtes to ireynd with me 
Richly arayd in rewylle and rowtt ; 
And alle my covandys holden shalle be, 
So I have fely&hip me abowte. 
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Pilattu. VVherby, Judas, ihDld we hym kntw ? 

If we shalle wysely wyrk, iwys, 

For 8om of us hym never saw. ' ., 

Judat. Lay hand on hym that I ihalle kyi. 
-. Pilatua. lutve done, sir knyghtys, and kyttie your« 
I strengthe, 

And wap you wightly in youre wede; 

Seke over alle, both be brede and lengthe, 

Spare ye not, spende and si>ede. 

We have soght hym les wid more, 

And feelyd ther we have fame ; 

Malcus, thou shalle weynd before, 

And bere with the a licht lantarne. 

Malms Mileg. Sir, this jomay I undertake 

With alle my myght and mayn. 

If I ghuld, for Mahown's sake 

Here in this place be slayn, 

Crist that prophett for to take. 

We may be alle fulle fayn. 

Oure weppyus redy loke ye make. 

To bryng hym in mekylle grame 
This nyght. 

Go we now on oure way, 

Oure mastres for to may, 

Oure lantarnes take with us alsway, 
And loke that thay be light. 
Secundus Miles. Sir Rlate, prynce pcrdes in |attff. 

Of alle men most myghty merkm on mold, 

We are ever more redy to com at thy caLW, 

And bow to th! bydyng as bacfalers shnld. 

Bot that prynce of the f4>ostyk pupplydisd befonw. 

Men calle hym Crist, commen of I^Yid kyn, 

His lyfe fulle sone shalbe forlome. 

If we have hap hym forto wyn, 

Have done; 
For as ever ete I breede. 
Or I styr in this stede, 
I wold stryke of his hede, 

Lord, I aske that boyne. 
Primus Miles. That boyn, lord, thou us bede. 
And on hym wreke the sone we shalle, 
For we have lade on hym good spede, 
He shalle no more hym Uodes son calle. 
We shalle marke hym truly his mede. 
By Mahowne most, God of alle. 
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Siche thr« knyghtes had lyiylle drede 
To byiide the dwille that we on caUe 

In nede ; 
For if thay wart; a thowsand mo. 
That prophete and his apoGtels also, 
With thise two handes for to slo 
Had I lytylle dr^. 

PUatus. Now curtes kasere of Kamys kyn, 
Most gentylle of Jure to me that I fynde, 
My comforthe from care may ye sone wyn, 
If ye happely may hent that unheynde; 
Bot go ye hens spedely and loke ye not spare. 
My frenship, my fortherans, shade ever with you be ; 
And Mahowne that is myghtfuUe he meiuk you ever 

mare, 
Bryng ye safe and sownde with that brodel to me 

In place ; 
Where so ever ye weynd, 
Ye knyghtes so heynde, 
Sir Lucyfer the feynd 

He lede you the trace. 

Jesus. Ryse up, Peter, and go with me. 
And folowe me withoutten stryfe ; 
Judas wakys aud slepys not he, 
He commys to betray me here beiyfe. 
Wo be to hym that brynges up slander. 
He were better his detbe to take, 
Bot com forthe, Peter, and tary no huiger, 
Lo, where thay com that wille me take. 

Judas. Rest welle, Master Jesus, fre, 
I pray the that thou wold kys me enys ; 
I am commen to socoure the, 
Thou art aspyed what so it menya. 

Jesus. Judas, whi makys tliou sich a brayde ? 
Trowys thou not I knowe thi wille? 
With Icyssyng has thou rae betrayd, 
TTiat shalle Uiou rew som tyme ful ylle. 
Whome seke ye, syrs, by name ? 

Secundus Miles. We seke Jesus of Nazerene- 

JettU. I kepe uot my name to layn, 
Lo, I am here the same ye meae ; 
Bot whome seke ye with wepyns kene ? 

Primus Miles. To say the sothe, and not to ly. 
We seke Jesus of Nazarene. 

Jesus. 1 told you ere that it was I. 
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Makus. Dar no man on faym lay hand ? 
I shalle each hym, if I may, 
A flateryng foylle has thou bene lang, 
Dot now is commen thyn endyng day. 

Petrus. I wold be dede within short space 
Or I shuid se this eight ; 
Go pleyn the to Sir Cayphas, 
And byd hym do the right. 

Makus. Alas, the tyme that I was borne, 
Or today com in this stede I 
My right ere I have forlome. 
Help, alas, I blede to dede. 

Jesus. 'Riou man, that menys thi hurt so sare, 
Com heder, let me thi wonde se. 
Take me thi ere that he of share, 
In nomine Patris h(Je thou be. 

Makus. Now am I hole as I was ere, 
My hurt is never the wars; 
Therfor, felows, drawe me nere, 
The dwille hym spede that hym spars. 

Jesus. Therfor, Peter, I say the this. 
My wille it is that alle men witten, 
Put up thi swerde and do no mya. 
For he that smytes he shalbe smyten. 
Ye knyghtes that be commen now here, 
lliiia assemblyd in a rowte. 
As I were thefe, or thefys fere. 
With wepyns com ye me abowte ; 
Me thynk, for sothe, ye do fuUe ylle, 
Thus for to seke me in the nyght, 
Bot what penance ye put me tylle 
Ye let my felows go with grythe, 

Secundus Miles. Lede hym furthe fast by the gate, 
Hangyd be he that sparis hym oght. 

Primus Miks. How thynk the, sir Pilate, 
Bi this brodelle that we have broght ? 

Pilatus. Is he the same and the self, I say, 
That has wroght us this care ? 
It has bene told sen many a day 
Sayngys of hym fulle sare. 
It was tylle us greatt woghe 
From dede to lyfe thou rasyd Lazare ; 
Sen stalkyd stylly hi the see swoghe, 
Both domb and defe thou salfvd from sare. 
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Iliou passys Cesar bi dede, 
Or sir Herode our kyng, 

Secundtu Miles. Let <leme hym fast to dede, 
And let for no kyn thynff. 

Primus Miles. Sen he has forfeit agans oure lawe. 
Let us deme hytn in this stede. 

Pilatus. I wUle not assent unto youre saw, 
I can ordan welie better red. 

Malcua, Better red? the dwille ; how so? 
Then were oure sorow lastand ay ; 
And he thus furthe shuld go 
He wold dystroy oure lay. 
Wold ye afle assent to me, 
This bargan shuld be strykyn anone, 
By nyghtertaylle dede shuld he be. 
And tille oure awnter stand ilkon. 

Pilatus. Peasse, harlottes, the dwitle yo epede I 
Wold ye thus prevaly morder a man ? 

Maicui. When every man has red his red, 
Let se who better say can. 

Pilatus. To Cayphas halle loke fast ye wyrk, 
And thider right ye iJialle hym lede, 
He has the rewlle of holy kyrk, 
Let hym deme hym whyK or dede ; 
For he has wroght agans oure law, 
For-thi most skylle can he ther on. 

Secmtdm MiUs. Sir, we assent unto youre saw ; 
Com forth, bewshere, and lelt us gone. 

Malcus. Step fiirthe, in the wenyaude, 
Wenys thou ay to stand stylle ? 
Nay, luskand loselle, lawes of the land 
Shalle fayiie hot we have oure wiHe j 
Out of my handes shalle thou not pas 
For alle the craft thou can, 
TlUe thou com to sir Cayphas 
Save the shalle no man. 
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Primus Torfor. Do furthe, io ! and trott on a pase ; 
To Anna wille we go and sir Cayphas ; 
Witt thou welle of them two gettes thou no ^ace, 
Bot ever lastyng wo for trespas thou has 

So mekille. 
Thi mys is more 

Then ever gettes thou grace fore. 
Thou has beyn ay-whore 

Fulle fals and fulle fekylle. 
Secundus Tortor. It is wonder to dre thus to be 
gangyog, 
We have had for the mekille hart stangyng ; 
But at last shalle we be out of hart langyng, 
Be thou have had two or three hetes worth a 
hangyng, 

No wonder. 
Sich wyles can thou make, 
Gar the people farsake 
Oure lawes, and thyne take, 

liius art thou broght in blonder. 
Primus Tortor. T^ou can not say agayn't, if thou 
be (rew, 
Som men huldes the sant, and that shaHe thou rew ; 
Fare wordys can thou paynt,and lege lawes new. 
Secundus Tortor. Now be ye ataynt, for we wille 
persew 

On this mater. 
Many wordes has thou saide, 
Of which we ar not welle payde. 
As good that thou had 

Halden stille thy clater. 
Primus Tortor. It is better syt stille then rise up 
and falle. 
Thou has long had thi wille and made many bralle, 
At the last wold thou spille and for-do us alle, 
If we dyd never ylle. 
Secundus Tortor. I trow not, lie shalle 
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Indure it ; 
"For ir other men ruse hyta 
We shalle accuse hym, 
His g^f shalle not excuse hyiti, 

To you I insure it. 
With no Jegeance. 

Primus Tortar. Fayn wald he wynk, 

Qs falys his countenance ; I say as I thynk. 
Secundus Tortor. He has done us grevanoe, therfor 
shalle he drynk ; 
Have he mekille myschaunsce that has gart us swyake 

In walkyng, 
That uaethe may I more. 

Primus Tortor. Peas, mau, we ax tbore ; 
I shalle walk in before 

ADd telle of his talkyng. ■ 
H^lle, syrs, ae ye sytt, so worthi iu wonys ; 
Whi spyrd ye not yil how we have farne this onys ? ■ 
Secmdut Tortor. Sir, we wold faya witt alle wery 
ar oure bonys 
We have had a fytt right ylle for the nonys, 
So tarid. 
Ce^fphas. Say, were ye oght adred ? 
Were ye oght wrang led? 
Or in any strate sted ? 

Syrs, who was myscaryd ? 
Anna. &y, wrre ye oght in dowte for fawte of 
light 
As ye watched ther owte ? 

PrimuB Tortor. Sir, as I am true knyght. 

Of my dame sen I sowked had I never sich a nyght, 
Myi) een were not lowked to geder right 

Sen morowe ; 
Bot yitt I thynk it welle sett, 
Sen we witli this tratoure met, 
Sir, this is he that forfett 

And done so mekille sorow. 
Cajfphaa. Can ye bym oght apeche ? had he any 

ferys ? 
Seatndta Tortor. He has bene for to preche fulle 
many long yeris ; 
And the people lie tetche a new law. 

Primus Tortor. Syrs, heris, 

As far as his witt reche, many oone he lerys ; 
When we toke hyiii 
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We faunde hym in a yerde, 
Bot when I drew out my swerde 
His dyscypyis wex ferde. 

And soyn thay forsoke hym. 
Secundum Tortor, Sir, I hard hym say he cowthe 
dystrow oure tempylle bo gay, 
And sithon held a new on the third day. 

Cayphaa. How myght that be trew ? it toke more 
aray ; 
The masons I knewe that hewed it, I say, 

So wyse ; 
"Diat hewed ilka stone. 

Primus Tortor. A, good sir, lett hym oone ; 
He lyes for the quetatone, 

I gyf hym the pryse. 
Sectmdtu Tortor. The halt rynes, the biynd sees, 
thnighe his fals lyes ; 
Thus he gettes many fees of theyme he begyles. 
Primus Tortor. He rases men that dees, thay seke 
hym be myles. 
And ever thrughe his soceres oure sabate day defyles 
Ever more, sir. 
Sectmdus Tortor. This is his use and his custom 
To heylle the defe and the dome, 
Where so ever he com, 

I telle you before, sir. 
Primua Tortor. Men calle hym a prophette and 
Godes son of heven, 
He wold fayn downe bryng oure lawes hi his Steven, 
Secundum Tortor. Yit is ther anothere thyng that 
I hard hym neveii, 
He settes not a fle wyng bi Sir Cesar fulle even j 

He says thus, 
Sir, the same is he 
That excused with his sotelte 
A woman in avowtre ; 

Fulle welle may ye trust us. 
Primus Tortor. Sir Laaaie can he rase that men 
may persave, 
When he had lyne ilij dayes ded In his grave ; 
Alle men hym prase, both master and knave, 
Suche wychecraft he mase. 
Secuadus Tortor. If he abowte wave 

Any lang^re 
His warkys may we ban, 
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For he haa turned many man 
Sen the tyme he began, 

And done us greatt hangere. 
Privau Tortor. He wille not leyfe yit thof he be 
culpabylle, 
Men calle hym a prophete, a lord fulle renabylle ; 
Sir Cayphas, bi my wytt, he shuld be dampnabille, 
Bot wold ye two, as ye sytt, make it ferme and sta- 
bylle » 

To geder. 
For ye two, as I traw. 
May defende alle oure law, 
That mayde us to you draw 

And bryng tliis loselle heder. 
Secundus Tortor. Sir, I can tdle you before, as 
myght I be maryd. 
If he reyne any more oure iawes as myscaryd. 
Primus Tortor. Sir, oi^)osed if he were he shuld 
be fon waryd, 
That is welle seyn th<n« wher he has long tarid 

And malkyd ; 
He is sowre lottyu, 
Ther is somwhat forgottyn, 
I shalle thryug out the rottyn 

DG we have alle talkyd. 
Cayphas. Now fare myght ye falle for youre talk* 

For, certes, I my self shalle make examynyng. 
Harstow, harlott, of all of care may thou syng, 
How durst thou the calie aytbere emperoure or kyng ? 

I defy the. 
What, the dwille ! dost thou here ? 
Thi dedes wille do the dere, 
Com nar and rowne in myn eeyr 

Or I shalle ascry the. 
llla-haylle was thou borne I harke, says he oght asane? 
Thou shaile onys or to mome to speke be fulle layne. 
This is^ a great skome and a fala trane, 
Now wolf-hede and out-horne on the be tane I 

Vile fature ! 
Oone worde myght thou speke ethe, 
Yit my^ht it do the som letht, 
Et omms qui tacet 

Hie consentire videtur. ' 
Speke on oone word right, in the dwyllys name ! 
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Where was thi sj're at bord when he met with thi 

dame? 
What, nawder bowted ne spurd, and a lord of name I 
Speke on in a torde, the dwille gif the shame, 

Sir Sybre 1 
Ferde, if thon were a kyng 
Yit myght thou be ridyng ; 
Fy on the, fundlyng. 

Thou lyfes bot bi brybre. 
Lad, I am a prelate, a lord in degre, 
Syttes in myn astate as thou may se, 
Kjiygbtes on me to wate in dyverse degre, 
X myght thole the abate and Knele on thi kne 

In my present ; 
As ever syng I mea. 
Whoso kepes the lawe, I gess, 
He gettes more by purches 

Then bi his fire rent. 
The dwille gif the shame that ever I knew the ! 
Nather blynde ne lame wille none persew the ; 
Therfor I shalle the name that ever shalle rew the, 
Kyng Copyn in oure game, thus shalle I indew the. 

For a satur. 
Say, dar thou not speke for ferde ? 
I du-ew hym the Jerd, 
Weme, the dwillys durt in thi herd, 

Vvle ftua tratur 1 
lliough thi lyppus be stokyii yit myght thou say, 

mom ; 
Great wordes has thou spokyn then was thou not dom. 
Be it hole worde or brokyn, com out with som, 
Els on the shalle 1 be wrokyu or thi ded com 

Alle outt. 
Ayther has thou no wytt, 
Or els ar thyne eres dytt, 
Why bot herd thou not yit ? 

Se, I en* and I showte. 
Anna. A, sir, be not ylle payde though he not ail- 
Bwere, 
He is inwardly fiayde, not right in his gere. 

Cayphas. No, bot the wordes he has saide dothe 

my hart great dere. 
Atma, Sir, yit may ye be da^de. 
Cayphaa, Nay, whiis I lif nere. 

Jma. Sir, amese you. 
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Cayphas- Now fowlle myght hym befalle \ 

Anna. Sir, ye ar vexed at alle, 
And peraventur he shall e 

Here after pleas you , 
We may bi oure law examyne hym fyrst. 

Ci^phaa. Bot I gif hym a blaw my hart wille brist. 

Anna. Abyde to ye his purpose knaw. 

Cayphas. Nay, bot I shalle out thrbt 

Both hU een on a raw. 

Anna. Sir, ye wille not, I tryst. 

Be so vengeabylle ; 
Bot let me oppose hym. 

Cayphas. I pray you, and sloes hym. 

Anna. Sir, we may not lose hym 
Bot we were dampnabille. 

Cayphas. He has adyld his ded, a kyng he hym 

War, let me gyrd of his hede. 

Atma. I hope not ye wold ; 

Bot sir do my red youre worship to hald. 
Cayphas. Shalle I never ete bred to that he be stidd 

In the stokys. 
Anna. Sir, speke soft and stille. 
Let us do as the law wille. 

Cayphas. Nay, I myself shalle hym kylle, 

And murder with knokys. 
Anna. Syr, thynk ve that ye ar a man of holy kyrk, 
Ye shuld be oure teener mekhes to wyrk. 

Cayphas. Yei, bot alle is out of bar, and that shalle 

be yrk. 
Anna. Alle soft may men go far, oure lawes ar not 
myrk 

I weyn ; 
Youre wordes ar buatus, 
Et hoc nos volumus 
Quod de jure possumus. 

Ye wot what I meyn ; 
It is best that we trete hym with farenes. 

Cayphas. We, nay t 

Anna. And so myght we gett hym som word for to 

say. 
Cayphas. War, let me bett hym I 
Anna. Syr, do away, 

For if ye thus thrett hym lie spekys not this day. 
Bot herys, 

n2 
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Wold ye sesse and abyde, 
I shuld take hym on syde 
And inquere of his prjde, 

How he oure folke lerys. 
Cayphas. He has revyd oure lang withe his fals 
lyys, 
And. done mekylle wrang, Sir Caesar he defyes, 
Therfor shaJle I hym hang or I up ryse, 
Atma. Sir, the law wille not he gang on nokyn 
wyse 

Undemyd ; 
Bot fyrst wold I here 
What he wold answere, 
Bot he dyd any dere 

Why shuld he be flemyd ? 
And therfor examynyng fyrst wille I make 
Sen that he callys hym a kyng. 

Cayphas. Bot he that forsake 

I shalle gyf hym a wryng that his nek shalle crak. 
Anna. Syr, ye may not hym dyng, no word yit he 
spake 

That I wyst ; 
Hark felow, com nar, 
WyUe thou never be war ? 
I have mervelle thou dar 

Thus do thyn awne lyst. 
Bot I shalle do as the law wylle if the people rose 

the, 
Say, dyd thou oght this ylle ? can thou oght excuse 

the ? 
Whi standes thou so stylle when men thus accuse 

the? 
For to hyng on a hylle hark how they ruse the 

To dam ; 
Say, art thou Godes son of heven. 
As thou art wont for to neven ? 
Jesus. So thou says by thi steven, 
And right so I am ; 
For after this shalle thou se when that [I] do com 

downe 
In brightnes on he, in clowdys from abone. 

Ca^}has. A, ille myght the feete be that broght 
the to towne I 
Thou art worthy to de ; say, thefe, where is thi 
e? 
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Anna. Abyde, sir, 
Let us lawfully redres. 

Cayphas. We nede no wytnes, 
His self says expres ; 

Whi ahuld I not chyde, sir ? 
Anna. Was ther never man so wyk bot he myght 
amende 
When it com to the pryk ; right as your self kend. 
Cephas. Nay sir, hot I shalle hym styk even with 
myn awne hand ; 
For if he reve and be whyk we ar at an end 

Alle sam ; 
Therfor whils I am in ihis brethe 
Let me put hym to dethe. 
Anna. Sed nobis non licet 

Interficere quemquam. 
Sir ye wot better then I we shuld slo no man. 
Cayphas. His dedys I defy, his warkes may we 
ban, 
Therfor Ehalle he by. 

AnTia. Nay, on oder wyse than, 

And do it lawfully. 

Cayphas. . As how ? 
Anna. Tel you I can. 

Cayphas. Let se. 

Anna. Sir take tent to my sawes. 
Men of temporalle lawes 
They may deme slche cause. 
And so may not we. 
Cayphas. My hart is fulle cold nerehand that I 
swell, 
For talys that ar told I bolne at my belt, 
UnetheB may it hold my body an ye it felt, 
Yit wold I gif of my gold yond tratoure to pelt 
For ever. 
Anna. Good sir, do as ye hett me, 
Cayphas. WTii shalle he over sett me ? 
Sir Anna, if ye lett me 

Ye do not your dever. 
Anna. Sir, ye ar a prelate. 
Cayphas. So may I welle seme, 

My self if I say it. 

Anna. Be not to breme, 

Sich men of astate shuld no men deme, 
Bot send them to Pilate, the temporalle law to yeme 
Has be i n3 
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He may beat threte hym, 
And alle-to rehete hym, 
It is shame you to bete hym 
Therfor, sir, let be. 
Cayphas. Fy on hym and war, I am oute of my 
gate. 
Say why standes he so far. 

Anna. Sir, he cam bot late. 

CaypMa, No bot I have knyghtes that dar rap hym 

on the pate. 
Amta. Ye ar bot to skar, good sir abate, 
And here ; 
What nedys you to chyte, 
What nedes you to flyte. 
If ye yond man smyte 

Ye ar irregulere. 
Caypkas. He that fyrst made me clerk and taght 
me my lare 
On bookys for to barke the dwille gyf hym care \ 
Atma. A, good sir, hark, siche wordys myght ye 

spare. 
Caypkag* Els might I have made up wark of yond 
harlot and mare, 
Perdel 
Bot certes or he has yode 
It wold do me som good 
To se knyghtys knok his hoode 

With knokys two or thre. 
For sen he has trespast and broken cure law. 
Let us make hym agast, and set hym in awe. 

Anna. Sir, as ye have hast it shalbe, I traw. 
Com and make redy fast, ye knyghtys, on a raw 

Youre arament; 
And that kyng to you take, 
And with knokys make hym wake. 
Cayphaa. Yei, syrs, and for my sake 
Gyf hyro good payment. 
For if I myght go with you, as I wold that I myght, 
I shuld make myn avow that ons or mydnyght 
I shuld make his heede sow, wher that I hyt right. 
Primus Tortor. Sir, drede you not now of this 
cursed wight 
Today, 
For we shalle so rok hym 
And with buffettes knok hym. 
Cayphaa. And I red that ye lok hym 
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That he ryn not awaVi 
For I red not we mete if that lad skap. 
Secundus Tortor. Sir, on us be it hot we clowt 

welle his kap. 
Ca^hax. Wold ye do as ye heytt it were a fayr 

hap. 
Primus Tortor. Sir, see ye and sytt how that we 
Lym knap 

Oone feste ; 
Bot or we go to this thyng 
Sayn us, lord, withe thy ryng. 

Cayphas. Now he shalle have my biyssyng 

That knokes hym the best. 
Secundus Tortor. Go we now to cure noyte withe 

this fond foylle. 
Primus Tortor. We shalle teche hym, I wote, a 
new play of yoylle, 
And hold hym fulle hete ; Frawrord, a stoylle 
Go fotche us. 
li'oward. We, Dote ! now els were it doylle 
And unneth ; 
For the wo that he shalle dre 
Let him knele on his kne. 
Secutidua Tortor, And so shalle he for me ; 

Go fetche us a light buffit. 
Froward. Why, must he sytt soft withe a mekille 
myschaunce 
That has tenyd us thus oft ? 

Primus Tortor. Sir, we do it for a skawnce, 

If he stode up on loft we must hop and dawnse 
As cokys in a croft. 
Froward. Now a venjance 

Com on hym. 
Good skille can ye shew, 
As felle I the dew, 

Have this, here it shrew, ^ 

For soyn shalle we fon hym. 
SecUxcJiM Torbtr. Com, sir, and sytt downe ; must 
ye be prayde ? 
Lyke a lord of renowne youre sete is arayde. 

Primus Tortor. We shalle prent on his crowne the 
wordes he has sayde, 
Ther is none in this towne I trow be iUe payde 

Of his sorow 
Bot the fader that hym gate. 
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Primus Tvrtor. Now for oght that I wate, 
Alle bis kyn commys to late 
His body to borow. 
Secundus Tortor. I wold we were on warde. 
Primus Tortor. Bot his een must be hjd. 

Secundux Tortor. Yei, bot thay be welle spard we 
lost that we dyd ; 
Step furthe thou Froward. 
Froward. What is now betyd ? 

Primus Tortor. Thou art ever away ward. 
Proward. Have ye none to byd 

Bot me ? 
I may syng yUa-haylle. 

Secundus Tortor. Thou must get us a vaylle. 
Froward. Ye ar ever in cone taylle. 
Primus Tortor. Now iUe myght thou the I 

Welle had thou thi name, for thou was ever curst. 
Froward. Sir, I myght say the same to you if I 
durst, 
Yit my hyer may I clame, no penny I purst ; 
I have had mekylle shame, hunger and thurst. 
In your servyce. 
Primus Tortor. Not oone word so bold. 
Froward. Why, it is trew that I told, 
Fayn preve it I wold, 
Secundus Tortor. Thon shalbe cald to peiTyce. 
Froward. Here a vaylle have I fon, I trow it wille 

last. 
Primus Tortor. Bryng it hider, good son, that is it 

that I ast. 
Fi-oward. How shuld it be bon ? 
Seamdus Tortor. Abowte his heade cast. 

Primus Tortor. Yei, and when it is welle won knit 
a knot fast 
I red. 
Froward. Is it weylle ? 
Secundus Tortor. Yei, knave. 

Froward. What, weyn ye that I rafe ? 
Crjst curs myght he have 

That last bond his head ! 
Primus Tortor. Now sen he is biynfold I falle to 
begyn, 
And thus was I counseld the mastry to wyn. 
Secundus Tortor. Nay, wrang has thou told, tlius 
shuld thou com in. 
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Froward. I stole and beheld, thou towched not 
the skyn, 

Bot fowUe. 
Primus Tortor. How -wilie thou I do. 
Seaoidua Tortor. On tliis manere, lo. 
Frotoard, Yei, that was welle gone to, 

Thar start up a cowlle. 
Primus Tortor. Thus shalle we hym refe alle his 

fonde talys. 
Secwidus Tortor. Ther is noght in thi nefe, or els 

thi hart falys. 
Froward. I can ray hand uphefe and knop out the 

skalys. 
Primus Tmior. Godes forbot ye lefe, bot set in 
youre naJys 
On raw; 
Sit up and prophecy. 
Froward. Bot make us no iy. 
Secundus Tortor. Who emote the last ? 
Primiis Tortor. Was it I ? 

Froward. He wote not, I traw. 

Primus Tortor. Fast to sir Cayphas go we togeder. 
Secundus Tortor. Ryse up with ille grace, so com 

thou hyder, 
Froward. It semys by his pase he grotehes to go 

thyder. 
Primus Tortor. We have gyfen hym a glase, ye 
may consyder, 
To kepe, 
Secundus Tortor. Sir, for Iiis great boost, 
With kuoks he is indoost. 
Froward. In fayth, sir, we had almost 

Knokyd hym on slepe. 
Cayphas. Now sen he is welle bett, weynd ou 
youre gate. 
And telle ye the forfeit unto sir Pylate ; 
For he is a Juge sett emang men of state, 
And looke that ye not let. 
Primus Tortor. Com furthe, old crate ; 

Be lyfe ; 
We shaile lede the a trot. 
Secundus Tortor. Lyft thi feete may thou not. 
Froward. Then nedes me do nott 

Bot com after and dryfe. 
Cayphas. Alas, now take I hede. 
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Amia. Why mowme ye so ? 

Ca^has, For I am ever ia drede, wandreth, and 
1 wo, 

I Lest Pylate for mede let Jesus go, 
■ Bot bad I slayn h;m in dede withe thise handes two 
At onys 
Alle had bene qwytt than ; 
Bot gyfles marres many man, 
Bot he deme the sothe than 

The dwille have his bonys. 
Sir Anna idle I wyte you this blame, for had ye not 

beyn 
I had mayde hym fulle tame, yei stykyd hym, I 

weyn. 
To the Wt fiiHe wan with this dagger so keyn. 
Amuj. Sir, you must shame sich wordys for to 
meyn 

Emang men. 
Caypbat. I wille not dwelle in this stede, 
Bot spy how thay hym lede, 
And persew on his dede ; 

Fare welle, we gang, men. 
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Pilatus. Peasse at my bydyng, ye wyghtys in woldt 
I Looke none be so Iiardy to spete a word Ixjt I, 
' Or by Mahowne most myghty, maker on mold, 
With this brande that I bere ye shalle bytterly aby ; 
Say, wote ye not that I am Pylate, perles to behold ? 
Most doughty in dedes of dukys of the Jury, 
In bradyng of batels I am the most bold, 
TTierfor my name to you wille I descry, 
No mys. 
: I am fuUe of sotelty, 
Falshod, gylt, and trecheir ; 
Therfor am I namyd by clergy 

As mail actons. 
For like as on bothe sydys the iren the hamer ma- 

kithe playn. 
So do I, that the law has here in my kepyng, 
The right side to socoure, certes, I am fuUe bayn, 
If I may get ther-by a vantege or wynyttg j 
Then to the fals parte I tume me agayn. 
For I se more vaylle wille to me be risyng ; 
' Thus every man to drede me shalbe fufle fayn, 
And alle f^^it of thare faythe to me be obeying, 

Alle fals endytars, 
Quest-gangars, andjurars, 
And thise out-rydars 

Ar welcom to me. 
Bot this prophete, that has prechyd and puplyshed so 

playn 
Cristen law, Crist thay calle hym in oure cuntre, 
Bot oure prynces itille prowdly this nyght have hym 

tayn 
Fulle tytt to be dampned he slialle be hurlyd before 

me; 
I shalle fownd to be his freynd utward, in certayn, 
And shew hym fare cowntenance and wordes of 

vanyle, 
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Bot or this day at nyghl on crosse shalle he be slayn, 
Thus agans hym in my hart I here great enmyte 

FuUe sore. 
Ye men that use bak bytynges, 
And rasars of slanderynges, 
Ye ar my dere darlynges, 

And Mahown'a for evermore. 
For no thyng in this warld doB me more grefe 
Than for to here of Crist and his new lawes, 
To trow that he is Godes son my hart wold alle-to 

clefe, 
Thoughe he be never so trew bothe in dedes and in 

sawes. 
TTierfor shalle he suffre mekille myscliefe. 
And alle the dyscypyls tliat unto hym drawes, 
For ever alle solace to me it is most lefe 
The shedyng of Cristen bloode, and that alle Jury 
knawes, 

I say you. 
My knytes fulle swythe 
Thare strengthes wille thay kythe, 
And bryng hym be-lyfe ; 

Lo, where thay com now ! ' 
Primus Tortor. I have ron that I swett from Sir 
Herod oure kyne 
With this man that wille not lett oure lawes to downe 

bryng ; 
He has done so myche forfeit of care may he syng, 
Thrughe dom of sir Pylate he gettes an vile endyng 

And sore ; 
The great warkes he has wroght 
Shalle serve hym of noght, 
And bot thay be dere hoght 
Lefe me no more. 
Bot make rowme In this rese I byd you, belyfe, 
And of youre noys that ye sesse both man and wyfe, 
To sir Pylate on dese this man wille we dryfe. 
His dede for to dres and refe hym his lyfe 

This day ; 
Do draw hym forward, 
Whi stand ye so bakward ? 
Com on, sir, hyderward, 

As fast as ye may I 
SecuTtdtis Tortor. Do pu^le liym a rase whyls we be 
gangyng, 
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I shalle spytt in his face tlioughe it be fare sliynyng ; 
Of us thre gettes thou no grace, thi dedes ar so noyng, 
Bot more sorow thou hase oure myrthe is incresvntr 

Nolak; 
FelowB alle in hast, 
Withe this band that wille last 
Let us bynde fast 

Bothe his handes on his bak. 
Tercius Tortor. I shalle lede the a dawnce unto sir 
Pylate halle, 
Thou betyd an ylle chawnce to com emanges us alle ; 
Sir Pylate, with your cheftance, to you we cry and 

calle 
That ye make som ordynance with this brodelle 
thralle 

BjskyUe; 
This man that we led 
On crosse ye put to ded. 
Pilatus. What! withe outten any red? 
^ That is not my wylie ; 

Bot ye wysest of law to me ye be tendand, 
lliis man withoutten awe, wbiche ye led in a band, 
i Nather in dede ne in saw can I fynd withe no wrang, 
Wherfor ye shuld hym draw, or here falsly on hand 

Withe ille ; 
Ye say he tumes oure pepyHe, 
' Ye calle hym fals an fekylle, 
. Warldes shame is on ye mekylle 
i This man if ye spylle. 

' Of alle thise causes ilkon which ye put on hym 
Herode, truly as «tone, coud fynd with nokyns gyn 
Nothyng herapon that pent to any syn ; 
Why shuld I then so soyn to ded here deme hym 

Therfor ? 
This is my counselle, 
I will not with hym melle. 
Let hym go where he wylle 

For now and evermore. 
* Primus Consaltue. Syr, I say the one tbyng without 

any mys, 
He callys his self a kyng there he none is, 
Thus he wold down bryng oure lawes, i-wys, 
■ Withe his fals lesyng and bis quantys 
This tyde. 
Pilatus. Hark, felow, com nere, 
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Thou knowes I have powere 
To excuse or to dampne here 
In bay lie to abyde. 
Jena. Sich powere has thou noght to work thy 
wille thus with me 
Bot from my fader that is broght, oone-fold God ia 
persons thre. 
PUatm, Certes, it is fallen well tn my thoght, at this 
tyme, as welle wote ye, 
■A thefe that any felony has wroght to let hym skap or 
go fre 

Away; 
ITierfor ye let hym pas. 

Primus Ttyrlor. Nay, nay, bot Barabas ; 
And Jesus in this case 

To dethe ye dam this day. 
j Pilatui, Syrs, looke ye take good hede his cloysss 

ye spoylle hym fro, 
<Te gar his oody blede and bett hym blak and bloo. 
Secundtis Tbrtor. This man, as myght I spede, that 
has wroght us this wo 
How jtidicare comys in crede shalle we teche, or we 

go. 

Alle soyne ; 
Have bynd to this pyllar- 

Tercius Tortor. Why standes thou so far? 
Primus Tortor. To bett his body bar 

I haAte, withoutten hoyne. 
Secundus Tortor. Now falle I the lyrst to flap on 

hys hyde. 
Tercim Tbrtor. My hart wold alle-to bryst bot I 

myght to hym glyde. 
Primus Tortor, A swap fayn, if I durst, wold I lene 

the this tyde. 
Secundtis Tin-tor. War, let me rub on the rust, that 
the bloode downe glyde 
As swythe. 
Tercius Tortor. Have atti 
Primus Tortor. Take you thati 
Secundus Tbrtor. I shalle lene you a flap. 

My strengthe for to kythe. 
Tercius Tbrtor. Where on servys (hi prophecy thou 
telle us in this case, 
And all thi warkys of great mastry thou shewed in 
divers place ? 
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Primus Thrtor. Thy apostels fuUe radly ar ron from 
the a rase, 
Thou art here in our baly withoutten any grace 
Of skap. 
Secundus Tcrrtor. Do rug him. 
Tercita Tortor, Do dyng hym. 
Primus Thrtor. Nay, I myself wold kylle hym 
Bot for sir Fylate ; 
Syrs, at the feste of Architreclyn this prophete he 

was. 
There tumytl he water into wyn that day he had Biche 

grace, 
His apostels to hym can enclyn and other that ther 

was, 
The see he past bot few yeres syn, it lete hym walk 
theron apase 
At wylle ; 
The elementes alle bedeyn, 
And vyndes that ar so keyn. 
The firraamente, as I weyn, 

Ar hym obeyng tylle. 
Secundus Tortor. A lepir cam fuUe fast to this man 
that here standys 
And prayed hym, in alle hast, of baylle tolowsehis 

bandys ; 
His travelle was not wast, thoughe he cam from far 

landes. 
This prophete tyl hym past, and helyd hym withe his 
handes, 

FuUe blythe. 
The son of centuryon, 
For whom his fader made great mone. 
Of the palsy he helyd anone, 

Thay lowfyd hym oft sythe. 
Tercius Tbrtor. Sirs, as he cam from Jherico a 
blynde man man satt by the way, 
To hym walkand with many mo cryand to hym thus 

can he say, 
" Thou son of David, or thou go, of blyndnes hele 

tbou me this day," 
Ther was he helyd ot alle his wo, siche wonders can 
he wyrk alle way 
At wjlle J 
He rasys men from dethe to lyfe, 
And castes out devyls from thame ofl sythe. 
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Seke men cam to hym Tulle ryfe, 

He helys thaym of alle y]\e. 
Primus Tortor, For alle thise dedya of great 
lovyng iiij thynges I have fond eertanfy, 
For which he is worthy to hyng, oone is oure kyDg 

that he wold be, 
Oure sabbot day in his wyrkyng he lettes not to hele 

the Bpke truly, 
He says core temple lie shalle downe bryng and in 
thre dayes big it on hy 
Alle hole agane j 
Syr Pilate as ye sytt, 
Looke wysely in youre wytt. 
Dam Jesus or ye flytt 

On crosse to suffre his payne. 
PUatus. Thou man that suffurs alle this ylle, why 
Tvylle thou us no mercy cry ? 
Slake thy hart and thi greatt wylle whyls on the we 

have mastry. 
Of thy greatt warkls shew us som skylle, men calle 

the Kyng, thou telle us why ? 
Wherfor the Jues seke the to spylle the cause 1 wold 
! know wytterly, 

Perdee ; 
Say what is thy name, 
Thou lett for no shame, 
;Thay put on the greatt blame. 

Els myght [thou] skap for me. 
Secundum Cmsvltus. Sir Pilate, prynce peerles, this 
is my red, 
That he skap not harmeles bot do hym to ded. 
He calys hym a kyng in every pkice, thus wold he 

over led 
Oure people in his trace and oure lawes downe tred 

By skylle ; 
Syr, youre knyghtes of good lose. 
And the pepylle withe oone voce. 
To hyng nym hyi)n a crosse 

Thay cry and calle you untylle. 
Pilatua. Now certes, this is a wonder thyng that 
ye wold bryng to noght 
Hym that is youre lege lordyng, in faith this was far 

soght ; 
Bot say, why make ye none obeyng to hym that alle 
has wroght ? 
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Tercius Tortor. Sir he is oure cbefe lordyng lir 
Cesar so wortliyly wroght 
\ On mold, 

i P^ate, do after us, 
I And dam to deth Jesus, 
Or to sir Cesar we tnis 
I And make thy Irenship cold. 

, PUatm. Now that I am sakles of this bloode sljalle 

ye se, 
; Both my bandes'in expres wes hen elialle be, 
This bloode beesi dere boght I ges that ye spille so 
frele. 
PHvma Tortor, We pray it falie endless on us and 



Pil<dut. Now youre desyre fulfylle I dialle, 
Tidce hym emangs you idie. 
On crosse ye put that thralle 
' His endyng ther to take. 

Primus Tortor. Com on ! tryp on tbi tose, without 
any fenyng ; 
"ITiou has made many glose with thy fals talkyng. 
Secuadua Tortor. We ar worthy greatte lose that 
thus has broght a kyng 
From sir Pilate and othere fose thus into oure ryng, 

Withoutt any hoyne ; 
Sirs, a kyng he hym cals, 
Therfor a crowne bym befals. 

Tercius Tortor. I swere by alle myn elder sauls, 

I shalle it ordan soyne. 
Primwi Tortor. Lo I liere a crowne of theme to 
perche his brane within, 
Putt on his hede with skorne, and gar thrylle tJie 
skyn. 
Secmdus Tortor. Haylle kyng ! where was thou 
borne siche worship for to wyn ? 
We knele alle the beforne, and the to grefe wille we 
not blyn. 

That be tliou bold ; 
Now by Mahowne's bloode I 
Ther wille no mete do me goode 
To he be hanged on a roode, 

And his bones be cold. 
Rimus Tartar. Sji^, we may be fayn for I have 
fon a tre. 
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I telle you in certan it is of greatt bewtee, 

On the whiche be shelle snm^ payn, be feste witb 

Dales thre, 
Ther shalle no thyng hym gayn ther on to he dede 

■^ ,. 

I msnre it ; 
Do bryng hym hence. 
SecmSa Tortor. Take up onre gere and defence. 
Th-cita Tortor. I wold spende aLle my spenee 

To se hym ones skelpt. 
Primus Tortor. This cros thou up take and make 
the redy bowne, 
Without gruchyng thou rake and here it thrughe the 

towne; 
Mary, thi moder, I wote ^Ue make great mowrnyng 

and mone, 
But for thy fats dedeB sake shortly thou sbalbe 
alone, 

No nay; 
The pepylle <rf Bedlem, 
And gentyls of Jerusalem, 
Alle Uie comoners of this reme, 

Shalle wonder on the this day. 
Johannea Apo^ohu. Alas I for my master most of 
myght, 
That yester even withe lantHTie bright 

Before Csiphas was broght. 
Both Peter aud I sagh that sight, 
And silhea we fled away fiille wight, 

When Jues so wonderly wrog^t ; 
At mome thsy toke to red 
And fals witnes fiirth sogbt, 
And demyd hym to be dede 
That to tnaym trespast noght, 
Alas ! for his modere and othere moo, 
My moder and bir syster also, 

Sat sam withe syghyng sore, 
Thay wote nothyng of alle this wo, 
Tlierfor to telle thaym wille I go, 

Sen I may mehd no more ; 
If he shuld dy thus tyte and thay unwarned wore, 
I were worthy to wyte ; I wille go fast therfor. 
God save you, systers alle in fere. 



,,GoogIc 



r L AGE LL AGIO. I 

Dere lady if thi wille were 

I must telle tythynges playn. 
Maria. Welcom John, my cosyn d^e, 
How farys my son sen thou was here, 
That wold I wyt fulle fayn. 
Johannes. A, dere lady withe youre leyff, the 
trouth shuld no man layn, 
Ne with Codes wille thaym grefe. 
Maria, Whi, John, is my son slayn t 

Johannes. Nay lady, I saide not so, 
Bot ye me myn he told us two 

And thaym that with us wore, 
How he with pyne shuld pas us fro, 
And eft shuld com us to. 

To amende oure syghjug sore ; 
It may not stand in stede to sheynd your self therfor. 
Maria Magdalene. Alas I this day for drede [ good 
Johne, neven this no more I 
Seke prevaly 1 the pray, 
For 1 am ferde if we hu: flay 

That she wiJle ryn and rafe. 
Johannes. The sothe behowys me nede to say. 
He is damyd to dede this day, 

Ther m^ no sorow hym safe. 
Maria Jacobi. Good John telle unto us two what 
thou of hir wille crafe. 
And we wille gladly go and help that thou it have. 
Johannes. Systers, youre mowmyng may not 
amende, 
And ye wille ever, or he take ende, 

Speke with my master free, 
Then must ye ryse and with me weynd, 
And kepe hym as he shalle be kend 

Withe outt yond same cyte ; 
If ye wille nygh me nere com fast and foloweme. 
Maria. A, help me, systers dere I that I my son 

may see. 
Maria Magik^ene. Lady, we wold weynd fulle 
fayne, 
Hertely with alle oure myght and mayn, 
Youre comforthe to encrese. 
Maria. Good Johne, go before and frayn. 
Johamies. Lo where he commes us even agayn 
With alle yond mekylle prese, 
All youre mowrnyng in feyr may not his sorow lese. 
o2 
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Maria. Alas, for my son dere that me to moder 
chese, 
Alas, dere son for care I se thi body blede, 
My self I wille for fare for the in this great drede, 
This cros on thi shulder bare to help the in this nede, 
I wille it here withe greatt hart sare wheder thay 
wille the lede. 
Jems. This cros 13 large in lengthe and also bustus 
withe alle, 
If thou put to thy strengthe, to the erthe thou mon 
downe falle. 
Maria. A dere son, thou let me help the in this 
case. 

Et ittclinabit crucem ad matrem tuam. 
Jtsta, Lo moder, I telle it the to bere no imyght 

thou hase. 
Maria. I pray the, dere aon, it may so be to man 
thou gif thi grace, 
On thi self thou have pyte and kepe the from thi 
foyse. 
Jestis. For sothe, moder, this is no nay, on cros I 
must dede dre 
And Irom detfae ryse on the thyrd day, thus prophecy 

says by me ; 
Man's saulle that I luffyd ay I shalle redeme securly, 
Into blis of heven for ay I shalle It bryng to me. 
Maria Magdalene. It is greatt sorow to any wyght, 
Jesus, to se withe Jues keyn, 
How he in dyvers payns is dight ; for sorow I water 
bothe myn e^n. 
Maria Jacobi. This ,Iord that b of myghtdydnevec 
ylle truly, 
Thtse Jues they do not right if thay deme hjm to dy. 
Maria MagdtUene. Alas \ what s&alle we say, Jesus, 
that is so leyfe, 
To dethe thise Jues this day thay lede with peynes 
foUe grefe. 
Maria Jacdbi. He was fulle true, I say, thoughe 
thay dam hym as thefe, 
Mankynde he luted alle way ; for sorow my hart wille 
clefe. 
Jeaiu. Ye doghters of Jerusalem, I byd ye wepe 
nothyng for me, 
Bot for youre self and youre barne-teme, behald I 
telle you securly, 
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Sor paynea ar ordoad for this reme ia lUyes herailec 

for to be, 
Youre myrthe to ba^Ue it shalle downe streme in 

every place of this cyte. 
Cbylder, certes, thay shalle blys women baren that 

never child bare, 
And pappes that never gaf sowke, iwys, thus slialle 

uiare hartes for sorrow be sare, 
The montayns hy and thise great hyllys thay shalle 

hyd f^e apon them thare, 
For my bloode that sakles is, to shed and spylle thay 
wdle not spare. 
Secundus Tbrtor. Walk on, and leyf thi vayn car- 
pyng, it shalle not save the fro thi dede, 
VHieder thise women cry or syng for any red that 
thay can red. 
Tercius Tortor. Say wherto abyde we here abowte 
TTiise qwenes with acremyng and with showte ? 
May no man thare wordes stere. 
Primus Tortor, Go home, thou casbald, with that 
clowtet 
Or, by that lord I leyf and lowte. 

Thus shalle by it fulle dere 1 
Maria Magdalene. This thyng shalle venjance calle 

on you holly in fere. 
Secundut Tortor, Go by the hens with alle, or ylle 

haylle cam thou here. 
Terdm Tortor. Let alle this bargan be, syn alle 
owe toylles ar before, 
This tratoure and his tre I wold fulle fayn were thore. 
Primus Tortor, It nedes not hym to harliej this cros 
dos hym greatt dere, 
Bot yonder comys a carl shalle help hym for to here. 
Secundus Tortor. That shalle we soyn se on assay ; 
Herk good man, wheder art thou on away ? 
Thou walkes as thou were wrathe. 
Sj/mon, Syrs, I have a greatt jornay 
Tliat must be done this same day. 
Or els it wille me skathe. 
Tercius Tortor, Thou may withe lytylle payn easse . 

hym and th! self bothe. 
Simon. Good syrs, that wold I fayn, bot for to tary 

I were fulle lothe. 
Primus Tortor. Nay, nay ! thou shalle fulle soyn 
be sped, 
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Xm Iiere a lad that must be led 

For his ylle dedes to dy. 
And he is bressed and alle for-bled, 
Tliat makvs us here thus stratly ated ; 

We pray the, sir, for-thi, 
That thou wide take this tre, here it to Calvery. 
SymoH. Good ayrs, that may not be, forfuUegreatt 
haste have I, 
No longer may I hoyn. 
. Sectmdua Tortor. In fayth thou shalle not go to soyn 

For noght that thou can say ; 
This dede must nedes be done, 
And this carl be dede or noyn, 

And now is nere myd day ; 
And therfor help us at this nede and make us here no 
more delay. 
Symon. I pray you do youre dede, and let me go 
my way, 
And I shalle com fuUe soyn agane, 
To help this man with alle my mayn, 
At your awne wylle. , 
Tardus Tortor. What and wold thou trus witfi 
siche a trane ? 
Nay fature, thou shalle be fulle fayn, 

This forward to fulfylle ; 
Or, by the myght of Mahowne 1 thou shalle lyke it 
fulle ylle. 
Primus Ihrtor. Tytt, let dyng this dastard downe, 

bot he lay hand ther tylle. 
Symon. Certes, that were unwysely wroght. 
To beytt me bot if I trespast oght 
Aythere in word or dede, 
Secundus Tortor, Apon thi hak it shalle be broght, 
Tliou berys it wheder thou wille or noght, 

Dewylle 1 whom shuld we drede ? 
And therfor take it here belyfe, and here it furtbe 
good spede. 
Symon. It helpys not here to strife, bere it behoves 
Me nede ; 
And therfor, syrs, as ye have sayde. 
To help this man I am welle payde, 
As ye wold that it were. 
Tercins Tortor. A, ha I now ar we right arayde, 
Bot loke oure gere be redy grade, 

To wyrk when we com there. 
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iVtmuf Thrtor. I warond aUe redy otire toyles, btoth 
moore and les, 
And sir Symon truly gose on before with cros. 
Tercius Tortm. Now by Mahowne, oure heven 
kvDgl 
I wold that he were in that stede 
Where we myght hym on croB bryng; 
Step OD before and fiirthe hym lede 
A trace., 
Prinua Tortor. Com on itioa 1 
Secumhu Tortor. Pot on thou t 
Terciut Tortor. I com fast after you, 
And folowse on the chase. 
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Pilatut. Peasae 1 byd everyeich wight. 
Stand as stylle as stone in wule» 
Whyles ye ar present ia my sight, 
That pone of ye clatter ne calTe, 
' For if ye do youre dede is dyght, 
I wame it you both greatte and smalle, 
Wth this brand biirnyshyd ao bright, 
Therfor in peasse loke ye be alle. 
What I peasse in the dwillys name I 
Harlottes and dustards alle bedene, 
On galus ye be maide fulle tame, 
Tbrfes and mychers keyn ; 
Wille ye not peasse when I bid you? 
By IVbhownys bloode, if ye me teyn, 
I shalle ordan sone for you, 
Paynes that never ere were seyn, 

And that anone ; 
Be ye so bold beggars, 1 warn you, 
Fulle boldly shalU I bett you, 
To helle the dwille shalle draw you. 

Body, bak and bone. 
I am a lord that mekylle is of myght, 
Prynce of alle Jury, sir Ptlate I highte, 
Kexl kyng Herode gryttyst of alle, 
Bowys to my byddyng bothe greatt and smalle, 

Or els be ye shentt ; 
Therfore stere youre tonges, I warn you alle, 

And unto us take tent. 
i^iffHM Tortor. Alle peasse, alle p^se, eniang you 
fljle! 
And herkyns now what shalle befalle 

Of this fals chufTer here ; 
That with his fals quantyse. 
Has lett hym self as God wyse, 

Emanges us many a yere. 
He cals hym self a propheLt, 
And says that he can bales bete. 
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And make alle thynges ameade ; 
Bot or laog wytt we shElle 
Wheder he can bete his awne bale, 

Or skapp out of oure hende. 
Was not thiB a wonder thjng. 
That he durst calle hym self a kyng 

And make so greatt a lee ? 
Bot, by Mahowne I whyls I may lyf 
Those prowde wordes shalle I never forgyf, 

Tylle he be hanged on be. 
Seciaidus Tortor. His pride, fy, we sett at noght, 
Bot ich man kest in bis tboght, . - 

And looke that we noght wante ; 
For I shalle fownde. if that I may, 
By the order of knyghtede, to day 

To cause his hart ponte. 
Tercita Tortor. And so shaUe X with alle my 

myght, 
Abate his pryde this ylk nyght. 

And rekyn hym a crede ; 
Lo, he lettes he cowde nooe ylle, 
Bot he can ay, when he wylle. 

Do a fuUe fowlle dede. 
Quartus Tortor. Yel felows, ye, as have I rest I 
Emanges us alle I red we kest 

To brvng this ihefe to dede ; 
Looke that we have that we sbuld nate, 
For to bald this shrew strate. 

Primus Tortor. TTiat was a nobylle red ; 
Lo, here I have a bande. 
If nede be to bynde his hande, 

This thwong, I trow, wille last. 
Secutubta Tortor. And here ooue to the othere 
syde, 
That shalle abate his pride, 

Be it be drawen fast. 
Tereaa Tortor. Lo, here a hamere and nales also, 
For to festeo fast oure Coo 

To this tre fulle soyn. 
Quartttt Tortor. Ye ar wise, wjthoutteq drede, 
Tbat BO can help yourself at nede 

Of thyng that shuld be done. 
Primta Tortor, Now dar I say hardely. 
He shalle with die his mawmentry 

No longere us be telle, 
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Seeundus Tortor. Syn Pilate has hym tylle us 
gey*"* 
Have done, belyfe, let it be seyn 

How we can withe hym melle. 
Tereim Tortor. Now ar we at the Monte of 
Calvarye, 
Have done, folowB, and let now ge 

How we can with hym lake. 
Qaarba Tortor. YeC) for as modee as he can loke, 
He wold have turnyd an othere croke 
Mygbt he have had the n&e. 
Prmus Tortor. In fayth* syr, sen ye callyd you a 
Icytigi 

Ye must prufe a worthy thyng 

That biles unto uie were ; 
Ye must just in tornamente, 
Bot ye sytt fast ela ye be shent, 

£ls downe I shalle you here. 
Seamdua Jbrtor. If thou be Godes son, as thou 
tellys, 
Thou can the kepe ; how shuld thou ellys ? 

Els were it mervelle greatt ; 
And bot if thou can, we wille not trow 
"Hiat thou base saide, bote make the mow 

When thou syttes in yond sett. 
Terciaa Tortor. If thou be kyug we shalle thank 
adylle, 
For we shaUe sett the in thy sadylle, 

For fallyng be thou bold j 
I bete die welle thou bydys a shaft, 
Bot if thou sytt welle thou bad better laft 

The tales that thou has told. 
Qmrtua Tortor. Stand nere, felows, and let se 
How we can bors oure kyng so fre, 

By any craft ; 
Stand thou yonder on yond syde, 
And we ehaUe se how be can i^de, 

And bow to weld a shaft:. 
Prmug Tortor. Sir, commys heder and have done, 
And wyn apon youre palfray sone, 

For he redy bowne ; 
H" ye be bond to hym be not wrotbe, 
For be ye secure we were fulle lothe 

On any wyse that ye felle downe. 
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Sectmdus Torior. Knit thou a knott, withe a&e tlu 
strength, 
For to draw this anne on lengtbe, 
Tylle it com to the bore. 
Tercitu Jbrtor. Thou maddes, man, bi Uiis light I 
It wantys, tylle ich man's sight, 

Othere half span and more. , 

Quarttu Tortor. Yit drawe out this arme and fest 
it fast. 
Withe this rope, that welle wille last, 
And ilk man lay hand to. 
Frimaa Tortor, Yee, and bynd thou fast that band, 
We shalle go to that other h^d 

And loke what we can do, 
Sectmdus Tortor. Do dryfe a naylle ther thrughe 
outt, 
And then thar us nothyng doutt. 
For it wille not brest. 
TerHus Tortor. That shalle I do, as myght I 
thryfel 
For to olynk and for to dryfe 

Therto I am fuUe prest ; 
So let it styk, for it is wele. 

QuartHs Tortor, TTiou says sothe, as have I cele, 

Ther can no man it mende. 
Primus Tortor. Hatd downe his knees. 
Secwidus Tortor. That shalle I do. 

His Doryshe yede never better to, 
Lay on alle your hende. 
Terciua Tortor. Draw out hys lyromes, let se, have 

at. 
Qtiorftf Tort(/r. Hiat was welle drawen that that, 
Fare falle hym that so puld ! 
For to have getten it to the marke 
I trow lewde man ne clerk 

Nothyng better sbuld. 
Primus Tortor. Hald it now fast thor, 
And oone of you take the bore. 

And then may it not faylle. 
Secundtts Tortor. lliat shalle I do withoutten 
•drede, 
As ever niyght I welle spede, 

Hym to mekylle bayle. 
Tercius Tortor. So, that is welle, it wille not brest, 
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Bot let now se who dos the best 

Withe any slegthe of ban<Ie. 
QuartHS Tartar. Go we now unto the othere ende, 
FelowEe, feat on fast youre hende. 

And pulle welle at this band. 
Primus Tortor, I red, felowse, by this wedyr. 
That we draw alle ons togedir. 

And loke how it wille fare. 
SecuMdas Tortor. Let now se and leyf youre dyn, 
And draw we ilka syn from syn, 

For nothyng let us spare. 
Terdus Tortor. May, felowse, this is no gam, 
We wille do longere draw alle sam, 
So mekille have I asspyed. 
Quartus Tortor. No, for as liave I biysl 
Som can twyk, who so it is, 

SeKes easse on som Icyn svde. 
Primut Tortor. It is better as I hope, 
Oone by his self to draw this rope. 

And then may we se 
Who it is that ere while 
Alle bis felows can begyle 

Of this companye. 
Secundus Tortor. Sen thou wille so have here fw 
me ; 
How draw I, as myght thou the ? 

Tercius Tortor. Thou drew right wele,| 
Have here for me half a foyte. 

Quartus Tortor. Wema, man t I trow thou doyte, 
TTiou flyt it never a dele ; 
Bot have for me here that I may. 
iMisuf Tortor. Welle drawen, son, bi this dayl 

Tliou goee welle to thi warke. 
Seewuiaa Tortor. Yit efte, whils tbi hande is in, 
Puile iher at with som kyn gyn. 

Tercius Tortor, Yei, and bryng it to the marke. 

Quartus Tortor, Puile, pulle I 

Primus Tortor. Have now. - 

Seaadus Tortor, Let se. 

Tercius Tortor, A ha I 

Quart3is Tortor. Yit a dragbt. 

Primus Tortor. Tberto with alle my maght. 

Secundus Tortor. A, ha, hold stille tbore I 

Tercius Tortor. So felowse ! looke now belyfe 
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Whiche of you can best dryfe. 

And I ahalle take the bore. 
Qjiartvs Torior. Let me go therto, if I sballe 
I hope that I be the best mershalle 
For [to] clynke it right ; 
Do rase hym up now when we may, 
For I hope he and his palfray 

Shalle not twyn this nyght. 
Primus Tortor. Com hedir, felowse, and have done, 
And help that this tre sone 

To lyft with alle youre sleght. 
Secundta Tortor. Yit let us wyrk a whyle, 
And no man now othere begyle 

To it be broght on heght. 
Thvius Ibrioi: Felowse, fest on alle yonre hende 
For to rase this tre on ende, 

And let se who is last. 
Qmrtus Tortor. I red we do as that he says, 
Set we the tre on the mortase. 

And ther wille it stand fast. 
Primus Tortor. Up with the tymbre. 
Secimdus Tortor. A, it heldys ! 

For hym that alle iius warld weldys 
Put fro the with thi hande. 
Terciua Tortor. Hald even emanges us alle. 
Quartua Jbrtor. Yee, and let it into the mortase 
faUe, 

For then wille it best stande. 
Primus Tortor. Go we to it and be we strong, 
And rase it, be it never so long, 
Sen that it is fast bon. 
Seamdus Tortor. Up with the tymbre fast on ende. 
Terciua Tortor. A felowse, fere fidie youre hende ! 
Quartua Torior. So sir, gape agans the son I 
Primu* Tortor. A fdow, war t£i crowne I 
SecwtduB Tortor. Trowes thou this tymbre wille 

oght downe ? 
Terciua Tortor. Yit help that it were fast. 
QwaiuB Tortor. Shog hym welle and let us lyfW. 
Primus Tortor. FuUe shorte shalbe his thryfte. 
Secwadus Tortor. A, it standes up lyke a mast. 
Jeawt. I pray you pepylle, that passe me by, 
That lede youre lyfe so lykandly, 

Heyfe up youre hertes on highte. 
Behold if ever ye saw body 
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Suffer and bett thus blo^. 

Or yit thus dulfully ^ght, 
In warM was never no vight 

That suffi^d ban so sare. 
My mayn, my mode, my myght. 
Is noght bot sorow to sight, 

And comfurthe none bot care ; 
My folk, what have I done to the, 
Tnat thou alle thus shalle tormente me ? 

Tlw syn by I fiille sore. 
What have I grevyd the ? answere me. 
That thou thua nalys me to a tre, 

And alle for thyn erroure ; 
Where shalle thou seke sbcoure ? 

Tliia mys how shalle thou amende f 
When that thou Uiy saveoure 
Dryfes to this dyshonoure. 

And nalys thrnghe feete and bende ? 
Alle creatoures that kynde may kest, 
Beestys, byrdes, alle Have thay rest. 

When thay ar wo begon ; 
Bot Godes son, that shuld be best. 
Has not where apon his hede to rest, 

Bot on his shulder bone. 
To whome now may I make my mone 

When thay thus martyr me. 
And sakles wiUe me slone, 
And bete me bloode and bone. 

That my brethere shuld be ? 
What kyndnes shuld I kythe theym to ? 
Have I not done that I aght to do, 

Maide the to my lyknes ? 
And thou thus ryfes me rest and ro. 
And lettes thus lightly on me, lo ? 

Siche is thi catyfnes ; 
I have the kyd kyndnes, unkyndly thou me qnylys ; 
Se thus thi wekydnes, loke how tnou me dyspytys. 
Gyltles thus am I put to pyne. 
Not for [my] mys, man, bot for thyne. 

Thus am I rent on rode ; 
For I that tresoure wold not tyne 
Tliat I markyd and made for myne. 

Thus by I Adam blocu 
That sonken was in syn, 
With none erthly good 
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Bot with my flesh and blode 
That lothe was for to wyo. 
My hrethere that I cam forto by 
Has hanged me here, thus hedusly, 

And freyndes fynde I foyn ; 
Thus have thay cUght me drerely, 
And alle by-spytt me spytusly, 

Ab helples man in won. 
Bot Fader that syttes in trone 

Forgyf thou them this gylt, 
Ipray to the this boyn, 
Tnay wote not what thay doyn, 

Nor whom thay have thus spylt. 
iVAntu ToT^or. Yis, what we do fulle welle we 

knaw, 
iSecHfu^ Tortor. Yee, that shalle be fynde witlun 

a thraw. 
Tereim Tortor. Now, with a myschaunce tylle his 
cora, 
Wenya he that we gvf any force 

What dwUle so ever he aylle ? 
Quartua Tortor. For he wold tary us alle day' 
Of his dede to make delay 

I telle you, sansfaylle. 
Primus Tortor. Lyft us Uiis tre emanges us alle. . 
Secmdus Tortor. Yee, and let it into the mortase 
faUe. 

And that shalle gar hym breet. 
7>mi» Tortor. Yee, and alle-to ryfe hym lym from 

lym, 
C^wrftu Tbrtor. And it wiUe breke ilk jonte in] 
hym; 

Let se now who dos best. 
JUaruz. Alas the doyle I dre, 1 drowpe, I dare in 
drede; 
Whi hynges thou, son, bo bee ? my baylle begynnes to 

brede. 
Alle blemyshed is thi ble, I se thi body blede. 
In warld, son, were never we so wo as I in wede. 
My foode that I have fed. 
In ]y{ longyng the led, 
Fulle strat^ art thou sted 

Emanges thi foo men felle ; 
Sich sorow forto se, 
My dere bam, on the, 
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Is more mowrnyng to me 

Then any tong may telle. 
Alas, till holy hede 
Hase not wheron to held, 
Thi face with Mode is red 

- Was fare as floure io feylde , 
How shuld I stand in sted 
To se my bame thus blede, 
Bete as bio as lede, 

And has bo lym to weylde ? 
Festyod both handes and feete 
With nalys fuUe unmete, 
His woundes wrynyng wfete, 

Alas, my childe, for care I 
For alle rent is thi hyde, 
I se on aythere syde 
Teres of mode downe glide 

Over alle thi body bare, 
Alas that ever I shuld byde and se my feyr thnt fare. 

Johannes. Alas, for dnylle, ray lady dere, 
Alle for-changid is thy cnere, 
To see this prynce without en pere 

Thus l^pyd alle in wo ; 
Ift was thi foode, thi farj'st foine, 
Thi luf, thi lake, thi luf&om son. 
That high on tre thus hynges alone 

With body blak and bio ; 

Alas! 
To me and many mo a good master he was. 
Bot, lady, sen it is his wille 
The prophecy to fulfylle 
That manlcynde in sy[n] not spille. 

For them to thole payn ;* 
And with his ded raunson to make, 
As prophetys beforn of hym spake, 
Tor-thi I red thi sorowe thou slake, 

Thi wepyng may not gayn 
In sorowe ; 
Oure boytl he byes fulle bayn. 

Us alle from bale to borowe. 
Maria. Alas thyn een as cristalle clere, that shone 
as son in sight, 
That lufly were in lyere lost thay have tbare light 

■ Inaerted in > hand of the time of Hem; tbe Eighth. 

n,g,t7cdb;/GqogIc 



And wax alle feed in fere, al)e dym then ar ihay 

dight. 
In payn has thou no pere that is withoutten pight. 
Swete son, say me thi thoght, 
What wonders has thou wroght 
To be in payn thus broght, 

Thi blisBed blode to blende ? 
A son, think on my wo, 
Whi wille thou fare me fro ? 
On mold is no man mo 

That may my myrthes amende. 
JoKatmes. Comly lady good and couthe, fayn wold 

1 comforth the ; 
Me mynnys my master with mowth told unto his 

menyee 
That he shuld thole fuUe mekille pt^ and dy apon a 

tre, 
And to the lyfe ryse up agayn, apon the thryd day 

shuld it be 

Fulle right ; 
For-thi, my lady swete, 
Stynt a while of grete, 
Oure bale then wille he bete 

As he before has hight. 
Maria. My sorow it is so sad no solace mfly me 

safe, 
Mowrnyng makes me mad, none hope of help I 

hafe; 
I am redles and rad, for ferd that I moo rafe, 
Noghte may make me glad to I be in my grafe. 
To deth my dere is drvflen, 
His robe is alle-to rytkn 
That c^me was hym gyifen 

And shapen withe my sydes, 
Thise Jues and he has stryffen that alle the bale he 

bydes. 
Alas, my lam so mylde, whi wille tbou fare me fro 
Emxng thise wulfes wylde, that wyrke on the this 

wo? 
For shame who may the shelde, for freyndes has thou 

fo? 
Alas, my comly childe, whi wille thou fare me fro ? 
Madyns, make youre mone, 
And wcpe ye, wyfes, everyichon. 
Withe me, most wriche, in wone, 
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The childe that borne was best ; 
My harte is styf as stone, that for no baylle wiUe brest. 
Johannes. A, lady, welte wote I thi hart is fulte of 
care 
When thou thus openly sees thi childe thus fare, 
Luf gars hym ralhly, hym self wille he not spare 
Us idle fro baylle to by, of blis that ar fulle bare 

For syn ; 
My lefe lady, for-thy, of mowmyng loke thou blyn. 
Maria. Alas I may ever be my sang, whyla I may 
lyf in leyd. 
Me thynk now that I lyf to lang to se my barne thus 

blede; 
Jues wyrke with hym alle wrang, wherfor do thay 

this dede? 
Lo so hy thay have hym hang thay let for no drede, 

Whi so? 
His fomen is he emang, no freynde be has bot fo. 
My frely foode now farys me fro, what shalle worthe 

on me ? 
Thou art warpyd alle in wo and spred here on a tre 

Fulle hee, 
I mowrne, and so may mo, that sees this payn on the. 

Johannes. Dere lady, welle were me 
If that I myght comforthe the. 
For the sorow that I see 

Sherys myn harte in sonder ; 
When that I se my master hang 
With bytter paynes and Strang, 
Was never wignt with wrang 

Wroght so mekille wonder. 
Maria. Alas, dede, thou dwellys to lang, whi art 
thou hid fro me ? 
Who kend the to my childe to gang ? alle blak thou 

makes his ble, 
Now witterly thou wyrkes wrang, the more I wille 

■wvte the, 
Bot if^ thou wille my harte stang that I myght with 
hym dee 

And byde ; 
Sore syghyng is my sang for thyrlyd is his hyde, 
A, dede, what has thou done ? with the wille I moytt 

sone, 
Sen I had childer none bot ooue, best under sou or 
moyn, 
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Freyndefi I had fulle foyn, that gars me jjrete and 



Good lord, graunte me my boyn and let me lyf no 

morel 
GabrieDe, that good som tytne thou can me grete, 
And then I understud Ihi wordea that were so swete, 
Bot now thay meng my moode, for grace thou can 

me hete 
To here alle of my bloode a childe oure baylle shuld 
bete 

With right ; 
Now hynges he here on rude, where is that thou me 

hight ? 
Alle that thou of blys hight me in that stede 
From myrthe is faren omys, and yit I trow thi red ; 
Thy councelle now of this, my lyfe how shalle I lede 
When fro me gone is he that was my hede 

Inhy? 
My dede now cornea it is, my dere son, have mercy ! 

Jems. My moder mylde, diou chaunge thi chere, 
Cease of thi sorow and sighyng sere, 

It syttes unto my hart fulie sore ; 
The sorow is sharp I sufire here, 
Bot doylle thou drees, my moder dete, 

Me marters mekille more. 
Thus wille my fader I fare 

To lowse mankynde of bandys, 
His son wille he not spare 
To lowse that bon was are 

Fulle fast in feyndes handes. 
The ft'rst cause, moder, of my comyng 
Was for mankynde myscarying, 

To salf thare sore I soght ; 
Therfor, moder, make none mowrnyng 
Sen mankynde thrugh my dyyng 

May thus to blis be boght. 
Woman, wepe thou right noght. 

Take ther Johne untu thi chylde, 
Mankynde must nedes be boght ; 
And tnou kest, cosyn, in thi thoght, 

Johne, lo ther thi moder mylde I 
lllo and blody thus am I belt, 
Swongen with swepys and alle-to swett, 
t 2 
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Maokynde, for thi mysdede ; 
For my luf lust when wold thou lett, 
And thi harte sadly sett, 

Sen I thus for the have Uede ? 
Sich lyf, for sothe, I led that unothes may I more. 
This sufire I for thi nede. 
To marke the, man, thi mede : 

Now thryst I wonder sore. 
Primus Torlor. Noght bot hold thi peasse. 
Thou shalle have drynke with in a resse, 

My self shalbe thy knave ; 
Have here the draght that I the hete, 
And I shalle waraiwi it is not awele 
On alle the good I have. 
Secimdm Tortor. So syr, say now alle youre wille, 
For if ye couthe have halden you sty He 
Ye had not had this brade. 
Tercius Tortor. Thou wold alle gaytt be kyng of 
Jues, 
Bot by this I trow thou rues 

Alle that thou has sayde. 
Quartus Tortor. He has hym rused <rf greatt pro- 
phes. 
That he shuld make us tempylles, 

And gar it clene downe falle ; 
And yit he sayde he shuld it rase 
As welle as it was within thre dayes. 
He lyes, that wote we alle ; 
And for his lyes in great dispyte 
We wille departe his clothyng tyte, 
Bot he can more of arte. 
Primus Tortor. Yee, aa ever myght I thryfe, 
Soyn wille we this mantylle ryfe. 

And iche man take his parte. 
Secundus Tortor. How, wold thou we ^are this 

clothe ? 
Tercius Tortor. Nay forsothe, that wwe I lothe, 
Then were it alle-gate spylt ; 
Bot assent thou to my saw, 
X«t us alle cutt draw 

And then is none begylt. 
Quartus Tortor. How so befallys now wylle I draw, 
This is myn by comon law. 

Say not ther agayn. 
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Primus Tortor. Now sen it moa no better be 
Chevithe the with it for me, 

Me thynk thou art full fayne. 
Secundtts Tortor. How felowse, se ye not yon 
skraw? 
It is writen yonder within a thraw 

Now aen that we drew cut. 
Terdus Tortor. TTiCTe is no man that is on lyfe 
Bot it were Pilate, as might 1 thrife, 

That durst it there have putt. 
Quartus Tortor. Go we fast and let us loke 
What is wretyne on yond boke, , 

Ana what it may bemeyn. 
Primus Tortor. A the more I loke theron 
X the more I thynke 1 fon ; 

Alle is not worthe a beyn. 
Seatndus Tortor, Yis for sothe, me thynk I se 
Theron writen langage thre, 
Ebrew and Latyn 
And Grew me thynk writen theron, 
For it is hard fur to expowne. 

Terciws Tortor. Thou red, by Appolyon I 
Qaartus Tortor. Yee, as I am a trew knygbt, 
I am the best Latyn wryght 
Of this company ; 
I wille go withoutten delay 
And telle you what it is to say, 
Behald, syrs, witter ly. 
Yonder is wretvn Jesus of Nazareyn 
He is kyng of Jues, I weyn. 
Primus Tortor. A, that is writene wraog, 
Secundug Tortor. He callys hym so, bot he is none. 
Terdus Tortor. Go we to Pilate and make oure 
mone, 

Have done and dwelle not lang. 
Pilate, yonder is a fals tabylle, 
Theron is wryten noght bot fabylle, 

Of Jues he is not kyng. 
He callys hym so, bot he not is. 
It is faisly writen, iwys, 

This is a wrangwys thyng. 
Pilatus. Boys, I say what melle ye you ? 
As it is writen shalle it be now, 

I say certane ; 
Quod scriptum scripsi, 
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That samt* wrote I, 

What gadlyng griichea ther agane ? 
Quartus Tortor. Sen that he is man of law he must 
nedys have his wille, 
I trow he liad not writen that saw without som propre 
skylle. 
Primus Tortor. Yee, let it hang above his hedc, 
^t shalle not save hym fro the dede, 
Noght that he can write. 
Sectmdus Tortor. Now ilia hale was he borne. 
Tercius Tortor, Ma-fa, I telle his lyfe is lorae. 
He shalle be slayn as tyte. 
If thou be Crist, as men thecalle. 
Com downe emanges us alle, 

And tbole not thise missaes. 
Quartos Tortor. Yee, and help thi self that we may 
se, 
And we shalle alle trow in the, 
What soever thou says. 
Primus Tortor. He callys hym self good of inyght, 
Bot I wold se hym be so wight 

To do siche a dede ; 
He rasyd Lazare out of bis delfe, 
Bot he can not help hym self. 

Now in Ills great nede. 
Jesus. Hely, Hely, lamazabatany ; 
My God, my God, wherfor and why 
Has thou fm^akyn me ? 
Seamdus Tortor. How, here ye not, as welle as I, 
How he can now on Hely cry 
Apon tliis wyse ? 
Tercius Tortor. Yee, ther is none Hely in this 



Shalle delyver hym from this meneje, 
On no kyns wyse, 
Quartus Tortor. I warand you now at the last 
That he shalle soyn yelde the gast, 
For brestyn is his galle. 
Jesus. Now is my passyon broght tylle ende. 
Fader of heven in to thyn Iwnde 
1 betake my sauUe. 
Prirmts Tortor. Let oone pryk hym withe a spere, 
And if that it do hym no dere 

Then is hus lyfe nere fast. 
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Secundua Tortor. This blynde knyght may best do 

that. 
Longetta. Oar me not do hot I wote what. 
Terdm Tortot: Not but put up fast. 
Longeus. A, Lord, what may this be? 
Ere was I biynde, now may I ae ; 
Godes son, here me, Jesul 
For this trespas on me thou rew. 
For, lord, othere men me gart, 
That I the stroke unto the hart, 
I se thou hynges here on hy 
And dyse to ftifyUe the prophecy. 

Qaarttt3 Torlor, Go we hens and leyfe hym here, 
For I shalle be his borghe to-yere 
He felys no more payn ; 
For Hely ne for none othere man 
Alle the good that ever he wan 

Gettes not his lyfe agayne. 
Josepkus. Alas, alas, and walaway ! 
That ever shuld I abyde this day 
To se my master dede ; 
Thus wykydly as he is shent, 
With so hytter tornamente, 

Thrnghe fals Jues red. 
Nychodeme, 1 wold we yede 
To sir Pilate, if we myght spede 
His body for to crave ; 
I wille fownde with alle my myght, 
For my servyce to aak that knyght, 
His body for to grave. 
Nkhodemus. Josephe, I wille weynde with the 
For to do that is in me, 

For that body to pray ; 
For oure good wille and oure travale 
I hope that it mon us avaylle 

Here after ward som day. 
Jos^hus. Sir Pilate, God the save! 
Graunte me that I crave, 

If that it be thi wille. 
PUtOtu. Welcom Josephe myght thou be. 
What so thou askys I graunte it the, 
So that it be skylle. 
Jotepkua. For my long servyce I the pray 
Graunte me the body, say me not nay, 
Of Jesus dede on rud. 
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PUatus. I graunte welle if he ded be, 
Good leyfe shalle thou have of me, 

Do wyth hym what thou thyuk gud, 
Josephm. Gramercy, su*, of youfe good grace 
That ye have graunte me in this place. 

Go' we oure way, 
Nychodeme, com me furthe with, 
For I my self shalle be the smytbe 
The nales out for to dray. 
NicAodemus. Josephe, 1 am redy here 
To go withe the with fulle good chere, 

To help the at my myght ; 
Pulie furthe the nales on aythere syde, 
And I shalie hald hym up this tyde, 
A, lord, BO thou is dight. 
Josephus. Help now, felow, with aJIe thi myght, 
That he were woadeu and w^le dight. 

And lay hym on tlus here ; 
Bere we hym furthe unto the kyrke, 
To the tombe that I gard wyrk. 
Sen fulle many a yere. 
Nichodemus. It shalle be so with outlen nay. 
He that dyed on Gud Friday 

And crownyd was withe thorne 
Save you alle that now here be, 
That Lord that thus wold dee 

And rose on Pasche morne. 

EXPLICIT CKUCirUtO CHRIST I. 
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Pilatus. Cernite qui statis quod mirse sim probitatis, 
Hsec cognoscatis vos csedam ni taceatis, 
Cuneti discatis quasi sistam vir deitatis 
Et majestatis, michi fando ae neceatis, fsicj 

Hoc modo mando ; 
Neve loquacee, 
Sive dicaces, 
Pofidte paces, 

Dum fero fando. 
Stynt, I say, gyf men place, quia sum domtnus domi- 

He that agans me says rapietur lux oculorum, 
llierfor gyf ye me space, ne tendam vim brachiorum, 
And then get ye no grace, contestor jura polorum, 

Caveatis ; 
Rewle I the Jure 
Maxime pure, 
Towiie quoque jure, 

J Me paveatis. ^ •_ 

; Stemmate regali, kyng athusgate me of PJJs, ' '^•^ " 
Tramite legali I am ordand to reyn apon Juda, 
Nomine vulgari Pownce Pilat, that may ye welle say. 
Qui bene vult fari shuld calle me fownder of aUe lay. 

Judeorum 
Jura gubemo, 
Pleasse me and say so, 
Omnia firmo 

Sorte deorum. 
Myghty lord of alle, me, Caesar magnificavit ; 
Downe on knees ye falle, greatt God me sancti&cavit, 
Me to obey over alle, regi reliquo quasi David, 
Hanged hy that he salle, hoc jussum qui reprobavit, 

I swere now ; 
Bot ye youre hedes 
Bare in thes stedes 
Redy my swerde is 

Of thaym to shere now. 
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Atrox armipotens, I graunt men girthe by my good 

grace, 
Atrox armipotens, most myglity callyd in ylk place, 
Vir quasi cunctipotens, I graunt men girthe by my 

good grace, 
Tola refert huic gens that none is worthier in face, 

Silete I 
Quinetiam bona mens doithe trowthe and right bi my 

trew lays. 
In generali. 
Sic speciali, 
Yit agane byd I 

Jura tenete. 
Loke that no boy be to bustus blast here for to blaw, 
Bot truly to roy talk loke that ye be intendyng, 
If here be any boy that wille not loutt tille oure law. 
By myghty Mahowne, hyghe shatle he hyng ; 
- Southe, north, eest, west, 
In alle this warld in lengthe and brede, 
Is none so doughty as I, the best, 
Doughtely dyntand on mule and on stede. 

Therfor I say 
Loke that ye lowte to my lykance. 
For dowte of dynt in grevaunce, 
Dylygently ply to my plesance, 

As prynce most myghty me pay, 
And talke not a worde ; 
For who so styrres or any dyn makys 
Deply in my daunger he rakys, 
That as soferan me not takys 

And as his awne lord. 
He has myster of nyghtes rest that nappys not in 

noynyng ; 
Boy, lay me downe softly and hap me welle from cold, 
Loke that no laddes noy me nawder with cryyng nor 

with crouyng, 
Nor in my sight ones greve me so bold ; 
If ther be any boyes that make any cry, 
Or els that wille not obey me, 
He were better be hanged hy. 
Then in my sight ones mefe me. 

Primus Tortor. War, war ! for now com I, 
The most shrew in this cuntry, 
I have ron Fulle fast in hy, 

Hedir to this towne ; 
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To this towne dow comen am I 
From the raowntt of Calvery 
Ther Cryst hang ; and that fulle hy, 

I swere you hi my crowne. 
At Calvery when he hangyd was 
I spuyd and spyt right in his face. 
When that it slione as any glas, 

So semely to my sight ; 
Bot yit for alle that fayr thyng 
I loghe hym unto hethyng, 
And rofe of his clethyng, 

To me it was fulle light. 
And when his clothes were of in fere, 
Lord, so we loche and maide good chere, 
And crownyd tnat carle withe a brere 

As he had bene a kyng ; 
And yit I did fulle properly, 
I clappyd his cors by and by, 
I thoghte I did fulle curiously 

In faythe hym for to hyng. 
Bot to Mahowne I make a vowe 
Hedir have I broght his clethyng now, 
To try the trowthe before you, 

Even this same nyght ; 
Of me and of my felowse two 
With whom this garmente shalle go, 
Bot sir Pilate must go ther to, 

I swere you by this light. 
For who soever may get thise close 
He ther never rek where he gose 
For he semys nothyng to lose, 

If so be he theym were; 
Let now, now, felose, stand on rowme, 
For he commes, shrewes, unto this towne, 
And we wille alle togeder rowne, 

So semely in oure gere. 
Secundus Tortor. War, war ! and make rowme, 
For I wille with my felose rowne, 
And I shalle knap hym on the crowne 

That btandes in my gate ; 
I wille lepe and I wille skyp 
As 1 were now out of my wytt, 
Almost my breke thay ar beshyt 

For drede I cam to late. 
Bot, by Mahowne ! now am I here. 
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The most shrew, that dar I swere, 
That ye shalle fynde aw where, 

Spylie-payn in fayth I hight. 
I was at Calvery this same day, 
Where the kyng of Jues lay. 
And ther I taght hym a new play, 

Trufyi me thoght it right, 
The play, in fayth, it was to rowne, 
That he shuld lay his hede downe, 
And sone I bobyd hym on the crowne, 

That gam me thoght was good. 
When we had played wiche hym oiire fylle, 
Then led we him anto an hylle, 
And there we wroght withe hym oure wille, 

And hang hym on a rud ; 
No more now of this talkyng, 
Bot the cause of my commyng. 
Both on ernest and on hethyng 

This cote I wold I had ; 
For if I myght this cote gett. 
Then wold I bothe skyp and lepe, 
And ther to fast bothe drynke and ete, 

In fay the as I were mad. 
Tercius Tortor. War, war I within thise wones, 
For I am rynyng alle at ones, 
I have brysten both my balok stones, 

So fast hyed I hedyr ; 
And ther is nothing me so lefe 
Ah murder a mycher and hang a thefe, 
If here be any that doth me grefe 

I shalle them threshe todedir. 
For I may swere withe mekiile wyn 
I am the most shrew in alle myn kyn. 
That is from this towne unto Lyn, 

Lo, here my felowse two. 
Now ar we thre commen in 
A new gam for to begyn. 
This same cote forto twyn, 

Or that we farther go. 
Bot to sir Pilate prince I red that we go hy 
And present hym the playnt how that we ar stad, 
Bot this gowne that is here, I say you for-thy, 
By myghty Mahowne I wold not he had. 
Primus Tortor. I assent to that saghe, by myghty 
Mahowne, . 
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Let us weynde to sir Pilate withoutten any fabylle ; 
Bot syrs, bi my lewte, he gettys not this gowne. 
Unto us thre it were riffht prophetabylle ; 
Spille-payn wnat says thou ? 
Secvndus Torlor. Youre sawes craftely assent I 

unto. 
Primus Tortor. Then wiile I streghte furthe in this 
place, 
And speke with sir Pilate wordes oone or two j 
For I am right semely and fare in the face, 
And now simile we se or we hence go. 

Tercira Tortor. Sir, I say the, by my lewte. 
Where is sir Pilate of pryce ? 

Consults. Sir, I say the, as myght I the, 
He lyfes here in the aevyli's servyce. 

Primm Tortor. With that prynce, fowlle myght he 
falle. 
Must we have at do. 

ConBuUus. I shalle go to hym and calle, 
And loke what ye wilte say hym to ; 

My lord, my lorde ! 
; PUaUw. What, boy, art thou nyse ? calle no more, 
/ thou has caliyd twyse. 
Consuttus. My lord! 
PUtOus. What mytyng is that that meyys me in my 

mynde ? 
Consultas. I, lord, youre coanselloure, right in , 

youre saw. 
PUatus. Say ar ther ayy catyfFs combred that ar 

unkynde ? 
Corundlu*. Nay, lord, none that I knawe. 
Pilatus. Then noy us no more of this noyse. 
You carles unkynde, who bad you calle me ? 
By youre mad maters I bald you bot boyes. 
And that shalle ye aby, els fowile myght befalle me. 
I shalle not dy in youre dett. 
Bowshere, 1 byd the up thou take me, 
And in my sete softly loke that thou se me sett ; 
Now shalle we wytt, and that in liy. 
If that aaghe be trewe that thou dyd say, 
If I fynde the with iesyng lad thou shalle aby, 
For to melle in the maters that perteynethe agans 
the lay. 
ConsuUtts. Nay, sir, not so, withoutten delay, 
Tlie canse of my callyng is of that boy bold. 
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For it is saide sotheiy now tliis same day 
'lliat lie shuld dulfully be dede, 

Certajn ; 
Then may youre cares be fulle cold if he thus sakles 
be si ay 11, 
Pilatus. Fare and softly, sir, and say not to far. 
Sett the with sorow, then semys thou the les, 
And of the law that thou legges be wytty and war, 
Lest I greve the greatly withe dyntys expres ; 
Fals fature, in faythe T shalle slay the, 
Thy reason unrad I red the redres, 
Or els of thise maters loke thou no more melle the. 
Consultus. Why should I not melle of thise maters 
that I have you taught ? 
Thoug ye be prynce peeries without any pere, 
Were not my wyse wysdom youre wyttes were in 

waght ; 
And that is seen expresse and playnly that here, 
And done in dede. 
Pilatus. Why, boy, bot has thou sayde ? 
Constdtus. Yee, lorde. 

Pilatus. Therfor the devylle the apede, thou carle 
f unkynde I 

I Sich felowse myght welle be on rowme ! 
I Ye knaw not the comon cowrs that longes to a kyng. 
Primus Tortor. Mahowne most myghtfulle he 
mensk you with mayn, 
Sir Pilate pereles, prynce of this prese, 
And save you, sir, syttand semely suffrayn, 
We have soght to thy saylle no sayng to sesse 

Bot certyfie sone, 
Ye wote that ye demyd this day apon desse, 
We dowte not his doyng for now is he done. 

Pilatus. Ye ar welcora, iwys, ye ar worthy ay war, 
Be it fon so of that fature in fayth then am I fayne. 
Secundus Tortor. We have markyd that mytyng, 
no more shalle he mar. 
We prayd you, sir Pilate, to put hym to payn. 
And we thoght it welle wrognt. 
Pilatus. Lefe, syrs, let be youre laytt and loke tliat 
ye layn, 
For nothyng that may be nevyn it noght. 

Tercius Tortor. Make myrthe of that mytyng fulle 
mekylle we may. 
And have lykyng of oure lyfe for loi of that lad, 
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Bot sir Pilate peerles, a poynt I the pray, 
Hope ye withe hethyng that hames he had 
To hold tliat was hys ? 
Pilatua. That appentys unto me, mafa I art thou 
mad? 
I ment that no mytyng shuld melle hym of this. 
Primus Tortor. Mete the not, master, more if he 
melle, 
For thou shalle parte from that pelfe, thar thou not 
pleyte. 
I PUatus. Yit styrt not farer for noght that ye felle, 
I I aske this gowne of youre gyfte, it is not so greatt, 
I And yit may it agayn you. 

' Secundus Tortor. How, alle in fageyng ? in faythe 
I knowe of your featte, 
For it fallys to us four fyrst wille I frayn you. 
PUatus. And I mysler to no maner of mans bot 

myn. 
Terciiu Tortor. Yee, lord, let shere it in shredys. 
PUatus. Now that hald I good skylle, take thou 
this, and thou that. 
And this shalle be thyne, 
And by lefe and by law this may leyfe stylle. 

Primus Tortor. O lordyng 1 I weyn it is wrang, 
To tymely I toke it, to take it the untylle 
The farest, and the fowllest thy felowse to fang. 
PiltUus. And thou art payed of thi parte fuUe truly 

I trowe. 
Primus Tortor. It is shame for to se, I am shapyn 

bot a shrede. 
Secundus Tortor. The hole of this barnes is holdyn 
to you. 
And I am leverd a lap is lyke to no.lede, 
For-tatyrd and torne. 
Secundus Tortor. By myghty Mahowne that mylde 
is of mode. 
If he skap withe this cote it were a great skorne. 

Pilahis. Now sen ye tejm so at this, take it to you 
With alle the mawgre of myn and myght of Mahowne. 
Primus Tortor, Drede you not doutles, for so wille 
we dow 
Grefe ye not greatly ye gett not this gowne 
Bot in iiij as it fidlys. 
Secundus Tortor. Had I a fawcbon then were I 
bowne craftely to cutt il. 
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Tercitis Tortor. Lo it here that thou caMp, 
It is sharp with to shere, shere if thou may. 
Secundus Tartar. Even in tlie mydward to marke 

were niastre to me. 
Primus Tortor. Most semely is in eertan the seym 

to assay. 
Secundus Tortor. I have soght alle this syde and 

none can I se, of creatt nor of smalle, 
Pilatua. Bewshers, anyd you, I byd you let be, 
I comaunde not to cut it hot hold it hole aUe. 
Primus Tortor. Now ar we bon for ye bad, 

withhold on youre bud. 
I Pilatus. We, harlottes, go hang you for hole shalle 
I it be. 
Tercius Tortor. Grefe ye not greatly, he saide it 

for gud. 
Pilatus. Wyst I that he spake it in spytytig of me 
Tytt sliuld I spede for to spylle hym. 

Secundus Tortor. TTiat were hym lothe, lord, by 
my lewte, 
For-thi grauntt hym youre grace. 
Pilatus, No grevana I wille hym. 
Primus Tortor. Gramerey thi gudnes I 
Pilatus. Yee bot greve me no more, 
FuUe dere beys it boght 

In faythe if ye do. 
Primus Tortor. Shalle I then save it ? 
Pilatus. Yee, so saide I, or to draw cutt is the 
lelyst 
And long cut, lo, this wede shalle wyn. 

Tereius Tortor. Sir, to youre sayng yit assent we 
unto, 
Bot oone assay let se who shalle begyn. 

Pilatus. We, me falles alie the fyrst, and further 

shalle ye. 
Secundus Tortor. Nay, drede you not doutles, for 
that do ye not, 
O, he sekys as he wold dyssave us now we se. 

Tereius Tortor. Bewshers, abyde you, heder have 

I broght thre »lyse us emang. 
Primus Tortor. That is a gam alle the best, by^ 
hym that me boght. 
For at the dysyng he dos us no wrang. 
Pilatus. And lam glad of that gam, on assay who 
shalle begyn? 
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■Primus Tortor. Fyrst shalle ye, and sen after we 
aUe 
Have the dyse and have done, 

And lefe alle voure dyn, 
For who so has most this frog ^alle he falle 
And besl of the bonys. 
PUatus. I assent to youre sayng, assay now I 
shalle, 
As I wold at a wap wyn slle at ones. 

Secundus Tortor. A, ha ! how now, here ar a hepe. 
Piiatus. Have mynde then emang you how many 

ther ar, 
Terdut Tortor. Thirteen ar on thre, thar ye not 

threpe. 
Pilaius. Then shalle I wyn or alle men be war. 
Primus Tortor. Truly lord, right so ye shalle, 
Bot grefe ye not greatly the next shalle be nar 
If I have hap to mv hand, have here for alle. 

Pilatua. And I nave s«tie as greatt a freke of his 
forward falyd, 
Here at bot aght turnyd up at ones. 
Primus Tortor. AghtP a, his armes, that is ylle! 
what so me alyd, 
I was falsly begylyd withe thise bycbed bonea, 
Ther cursyd thay be. 
Secundus Tor^. Welle I wote this wede bees won 
in thise wones, 
I wold be fayn of this frog myght it falle unto me. 
Piiatus, It bees in waghte, in faythe, and thou 

wyn. 
Secundus Tortor. No bot war you away ! 
Tercius Tortor. Here is baddyst above, by Ma- 
hownes bonys ! 
Seven is bot the seconde the sothe for to say. 
Secundus Tortor. We, fy I that is shortt. 
Tercius Tortor. Do shott at thi hud, now fallys me 
the fyrst 
And I have hap to this gowne, go now on gud 
The byohed bones that ye be I byd you go bett ; 
Felowse, in forward here have I xv. 
As ye wote. I am worthi, won is this wede. 
Pilaius. What., whistylle ye in the wenyande ! 
where have ye beyn ? 
Thou shalle abak, bewshere, that blast I forbede. 
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Tircitu TorUtr. Here ar men us emang lele in cure 
lay, wille ly for no lede, 
And 1 wytnes at thaym if I wroght any wrang.. 
Primus Tortor. Thou wroght no dyssayt, for 
Bothe, that we saw, 
For-thi tliou art worthl, and won is this weyd 
At thyn awne wylle. 
Pilatm. Yee, bot me pays not that playng to puf 
nor to blaw, 
If he have righte I ne rek or reson thertylle, 
\ refe it hym noght. 

Terdus Tortor^ Have gud day, sir, and grefe you 
not ylle. 
For if it were duble fulle dere is it boght. 
PUatus. Sir, sen thou has won this weyd say wille 
thou vowche safe 
I Of tM great gudnes this garment on me ? 

Tercias TMor. Sir, I s^y you certan this shoUe you 
not have. 
I PUatus. Thou shalle forthynk it in faythe, 
JFy, what thou art fre ; 
1 Unhyehid, unbayn. 

' Terdus Tortor. For ye thrett me so throle, 
Were it siche thre 

Here I gif you this gud. 
Pilatia. Now, gramercy I agayn, 
Mekille thank and myn and this shalle be ment. 
Primus Tortor. Bot I had not left it so lightly had 

play me it lent. 
PUatus. No, bot he is faythefulle and fre, and that 
shalle be ment 
And more if I may. 
If he myster to me 

Amend hym I men. 
Terdus Tortor. I vowche safe it be so, the sothe 

forto say. 
Primus Tortor. Now thise dyse that ar undughty, 
for loE of this good, 
Here I forswere hertely by Mahownes blood ; 
For was I never so happy, by mayn nor by mode, 
To wyn withe siche sotelly to my lyfes fode, 

As ye ken ; 
Thise dysars and thise hullars, 
Thise cokkers and thise boUars, 
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Aod aUe purs cuttars, 

Bese welle war of thise men. 
Secmtdtu Tortor. Fj, fv, on thise dyse, the deville 
I theym take, 
Unwytty, unwyse, with thaym that wold lake; 
As fortune assyse men wylle she make. 
Her maners ar nyse, she can downe uid uptake, 

And ryche 
She tumes up so downe, 
And under abone, 
Most chefe of renowne 

She castes in the dyche. 
By hir meanes she makys dysere to selle. 
As thay sytt and lakya, thare come and thare catelle ; 
Then cry thay and crakkys, bowne unto batelle. 
His hyppys then bakes no symnelle 

For hotc. 
Bot fare welle, thryfte. 
Is ther none other skyfte 
Bot syfte, lady, syft, 

Thise dysara thay dote. 
Tertiua Tortor. What commya of dysyng I pray 
you hark after 
Bot los of good in lakyng and oft tymes men's slagb- 

terl 
Thus sorow is at partyiig, at metyng if ther be lagh- 

ter, 
I red leyf siche vayn tliyng and serve God herafter 

For heven's blys ; 
That Lord is most myghty, 
And gentyllyst of Jury, 
We helde to hym holy. 

How thynk ye by this ? 
Pilatus. Welle worthe you alle thre, most doughty 
in dede, 
Of alle the clerkes that I know most conyng ye be. 
By soteltys of youre sawes youre lawes forto lede, 
I graunt you playn powere and frenahip frele, 

I say; 
Dew vows, mon senyours ! 
Mahowne most myghty in castels and towres 
He kepe you, lordynges, and alle youres, 
And havys alle gud day. 

TALE VT OK DM. 
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Jen». My fader me from blys has send 
"Fille erthe for mankynde sake, 
Adam mys for to amend, 
My deth nede must I talce ; 
I dwellyd ther thryrty yeres and two, 
And som dele more, the sothe to say, 
In anger, pyne, and mekylle wo, 
I dyde on cros this day. 
Therfor tills helle now wille I go, 
To chalange that is myne, 
Adam, Eve, and othere mo, 
Thay shalle no longer dwelle in pyne ; 
The feynde theym wan withe trayn, 
Thru^e fraude of earthly fode, 
I have theym boght agan 
With shedyng of my blode. 
And now I wille that stede restore, 
Whiche the feynde felle fro for syn, 
Som tokyn wille I send before, 
Withe nwrthe to gar thare gammes begyn. 
A light 1 wille thay have 
To know I wille com sone, 
My body sballe abyde in grave 
Tille alle this dede be done. 

Adam. My brether, herkyn unto me here, 
More hope of helth never we had, 
Four thousand and six hundred yere 
Have we bene here in darknes stad ; 
Now se I tokyns of solace sere, 
A gloryous gleme to make us glad, 
Wherthrughe I hope that help is nere, 
That sone shalle slake oure sorowes sad. 

Eve. Adam, my husband heynd. 
This menys solace certan, 
Siche llghte can on us leynd 
In paradyse fuile playn. 

Isaias. Adam, thrugh thi syn 
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Here were we put to dwelle, 
This w^kyd place within. 
The oame of it is helle ; 
Here paynes shalle never blyn 
That wykyd ar and felle. 
Love that lord withe wyn 
His lyfe for us wold Gelle. 

Et cantera omnes "SrUvator mundi" primum vefsum. 

Adam thou welle uoderstand 

I am Isaias, bo Crist me kende 

I spake of folk in darknes walkand, 

I saide a light shuld on them lende ; 

This light IS alle from Crist commande 

That he tille us has hedir sende, 

Thus is my poynt proved in hand, 

As I before to fold it keiide. 

Simeon. So may I telle of farlys feylle. 
For in the tempylle his freyndes me fande. 
Me ihoght dayntethe with hym to deylle, 
I halsyd hym homely with my band, 
I saide, Lord, let thi servandes leylle 
Pas in peasse to lyf lastande. 
Now that myn eeyn has sene thyn hele 
No longer lyst I lyf in lande. 
This light thou h^ purvayde 
For theym that lyf in lede. 
That I before of the have saide 
I se it is fulfillyd In dede. 

Johannes Bc^iHsta. As a voice cryand I kead 
The waves of Crist, as I welle can, 
I baptisid hym with bothe myn hende 
In the water of flume Jordan ; 
The Holy Gost from heven discende 
As a white dowfe downe on me than, 
The Fader voyce oure myrthes to amende 
Was m^e to me lyke as a man ; 
" Yond is my son", he saide, 
" And whiche pleasses me fuUe welle," 
Hia light is on us layde, 
And commys oure Icarys to kele. 

Moysea, Now this same nyght lemyng have I, 
To me, Moyses, he shewid his myght, 
And also to another oone, Hely, 
Where we stud on a hllle on hyght, 
Q 3 
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As whyte as snaw was his body, 
His face was like the son for bright. 
No man od mold was so mighty 
Grathly durst loke agans that light. 
And that same Ilghte here se I now 
Shynyng on us, certayn, 
Where thrughe truly I trow 
Tliat we shalle sone pas fro thb payn. 

Rybald. Sen iyrst that helle was mayde and I was 
put therin 
Siche sorow never ere I had, nor hard I siche a 

dyn, 
My hart begynnys to brade, my wytt waxys thyn, 
I drede we can not be glad, thise saules mon tro us 

twyn; 
How, Belsabub I bynde thise boys, siche harow was 
never hard in helle. 

Belzabvh. Out, Rybald! thou rores, what is betyd ? 
can thou oght telle ? 

Rtfiaid, Whi, herys thou not this ugly noyse I 
Thise lurdans that in lymbo dwelie 
They make meoyng of many joyse. 
And muster myrthes theym emelle. 

Belxebub. Myrth ? nay, nay f that poynt is past. 
More hope of helthe shalle they never have. 

Bybald, Thay cry on Crist fulle fast. 
And says he shalle thaym save. 

Belzabvh. Yee, though he do not I shalle 
For thay ar sparyd in specyalte space, 
Whils I am prynee and pryncypalle 
Thay shalle never pas out of this place ; 
Calle up Aatarot and Anaballe 
To eyf us counselle in this case ; 
Telle Berith and Bellyalle 
To mar theym that siche mastry mase ; 
Say to sir Satan oure syi*, 
And byd hym bryng also 
Sir Lucyfer lufly of lyre. 

Rybald. Alle redy lord I go. 

Jesus. Attotlite portas, principes, vestrea et elevs- 
mini portie ^ternales, et introibit rex gloriffi. 

Rybald. Out, harro, out I what deville is he 
That callys hym kyng over us alle ? 
Hark Belzabub, com ne. 
For hedusly I hard hym calle. 
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Belzabub. Go spar the yates, ylle mot thoa the ! 
And set the wachea on the walle, 
If that brodelle com ne 
With us ay won he shalle ; 
And if he more calle or cry, 
To make us more debate, 
Lay on hym hardelv, 
And make hym go tiis gate, 

David. Nay, withe hym may ye not fyght. 
For he is king and conqneroure, 
And of so mekille mygnt. 
And styf in every stoure ; 
Of hym commys alle this light 
That shynya in this bowre. 
He ia fuUe fers in fight, 
Worthi to wyn hoaoure. 

Belzabub. Honoure I harsto, harlot, for what dede 
Alle erthly men to me ar thralle. 
That lad that thou callys lord in lede 
He had never harbor, house, ne halle ; 
How, sir Sathanas, com i>ar 
And hark this cursid rowte t 

Sathanes. The deville you alle to-har I 
What ales the so to sbowte ? 
And me, if I com nar, 
Thy brayn bot I bryst owte, 

Belzabub. Thou must cchd help to ^f>ar. 
We ar beseged abowte. 

Sathanes. Besegyd aboute ! whi, who durst be ao 
bold 
For drede to make on us a fray ? 

Belzabube. It is the Jew that Judas sold 
For to be dede this othere day. 

Sathanes, How, in tyme that tale was told. 
That trature travesses us alle-way ; 
He shalle be here fulle hard in hold, 
Bot loke he pas not I the pray. 

Belzabub. Pas I nay, nay, he wille not weyude 
From hens or it be war. 
He shapys hym for to sheynd 
Alle helle or he go far. 

ScUhanes. Fy, fatore, therof shalle he faylle, 
For alle his fare I hym defy ; 
I know his trantes fro top to taylle, 
He lyfFes by gnwdes and glory. 
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Therby he broght furthe of oare bay He 
The lathe Lazare of Betany, 
Bot to the Jues I gaf counsaylle 
That thay shuld cause hym dy ; 
1 entered there into Judas 
That forward to fulfylle, 
TTierfor his hyere he has 
Alle wayes to won here atylle. 

Bybald. Sir Satlian, sen we here the say 
Thou and the Jues were at assent, 
And wote he wan the Lazare away 
That unto us was taken to tent, 
Hopys thou that thou mar hym may 
To muster the malyce that he has nent? 
For and he refe us now oure pray 
We wilte ye witt or he is went. 

Sathtmas. I byd the noght abaste 
Bot boldly make you bowne. 
Withe toyles that ye intraste, 
And dyng that dastard dowue. 

Jesus. Attollite portas principes vestras, etc. 

Rybald. Outt, harro I what harlot is he 
That says his kyngdom shalbe cryde ? 

David. That may thou in sawter se. 
For of this prynce thus ere I saide ; 
I saide that he shuld breke 
Youre barres and bandes by name. 
And of youre warkes lake wreke ; 
Now shalle thou se the same. 

Jesus. Ye prynces of helle open youre yate. 
And let my folk furthe gone ; 
A prj-nce of peasse shalle enter therat 
Wheder ye wilte or none. 

RybaM. What art thou that spekys so ? 

Jtms. A kyng of blys that hight Jesus. 

Eybald. Yee, hens fast I red thou go, 
And melle the not with us. 

Belz^ntbe. Oure yates I trow wille last, 
Thay ar so strong I weyn, 
Bot if oure barres brast 
For the thay shalle not twyn. 

Jesus. This stede shalle stand no longer stokyn ; 
Open up and let my pepille pas. 

lU/baid. Out, harro ! oure baylle b brokyn. 
And brusten ar alle oure bandes of bras. 
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Belzabube. Harro I oure yates begyn to crak, 
In sonder, I trow, thay go, 
And helle, I trow, wilie alle-to ahak ; 
Alas, what I am wo ! 

Rybald. Lymbo is lorn, alas I 
Sir Sathanas com up ; 
This wark is wars tiien it wa^, 

Sathanas. Yee, haneyd be thou on a cruke ; 
Thefys, I bad ye shula be bowne 
If he maide mastrea more 
To dyng that dastard downe, 
Sett hym bothe sad and Bore. 

Belzabube. To sett hym Bore that is sone saide, 
Com thou thi self and serve hym so ; 
We may not abyde his bytter brayde, 
He wold us mar and we were mo. 

SatAanas. Fy, fature ! wherfor were ye flayd ?- 
Have ye no force to fiyt hyni fro ? 
Loke in haste my gere be grayd, 
My self shalle to that gadlynggo. 
How, thou belamy, abyde, 
Withe alle thi boste and beyr 
And telle me in this tyde 
What mastres thou makes here. 

Jesus. 1 make no mastry bot for myne, 
I wille thej'm save, that shalle the sow, 
Thou has no powere theym to pyne, 
Bot in my pryson for thare prow 
Here have thay sojornyd, noght as thyne 
Bot in thi wayrd, thou wote as how. 

Sathanas. Why, where has thou bene ay syo 
That never wold n^^e theym nere or now ? 

Jesus. Now is the tyme certan 
My Fader ordand heitoF^ 
That they shuld pas fro payn 
In blys to dwelle for ever more. 

Sathanas. Thy fader knew I welle by syght. 
He was a wright his meett to wyn, 
Mary me mymiys thi moder hignt, 
The utmast eude of alle thy kyn, 
Say who made the so mekiUe of myght ? 

Jesus. Thou wykyd feynde iett be thi dyfn]. 
My Fadei- wonnes in heven on higbt, 
In blys that never more sballe blyn j 
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I am his oonly son his forward to fulfylle, 
Togeder wille we won in sonder when we wjlle. 

Sat/umas. Goddes son I nay then myght thou be 
glad 
For no catelle thurt the crave ; 
Bot thou has lyfFed ay lyke a lad, 
In sorow, and as a aympille knave. 

Jestts. That was for the hartly Juf 1 had 
Unto man's saulle it forto save, 
And forto make the masyd and mad, 
And for that reson ruf'ully to rafe. 
My Godhede here I hyd 
In Mary, moder myne, 
Where it shaLe never be kyd 
To the ne none of thyne. 

Sathanas. How now ? this woW I were told io 
towne. 
Thou says God is thi syre ; 
I shalle the prove by good reson 
Thou moyttes as man dos into myre. 
To breke ihi byddyng they were fulle bowne, 
And soyn they wroght at my desyre, 
From paradise thou ])utt theym downe, 
In helle here to have thare hyre ; 
And thou thi self, by day and nyght, 
Taght ever alle men emsng, 
Ever to do reson and right, 
And here thou wyrkys alle wramg. 

Jems. I wyrk no wrang, that dialle thou wytt. 
If I my men fro wo wille' wyo ; 
My prophettes playnly prechyd it, 
Alle the noytes that I begyn ; 
They saide that I shuld be that ilke 
In helle where I shuld entre in, 
To save ray servandes fro that pytt 
Where dampnyd saullys shalle syt for syn. 
And ilke true prophete taylle 
Shalle be fulfillid in me, 
I have thaym boght fro baylle, 
In blis now shalle thay be. 

Sathanas. Now sen thou lyst to legge the lawcs 
Thou shalbe tenyd or we twyn, 
For those that thou to witnes drawes 
FuIIe even agans the shalle begyn ; 
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As Salaman saide in his sawes, 

Who that ones commp helle within 

He shalle never owte, as clerkes knawes, 

Therfor, belamy, let be thy dyn. 

Job thi servande also 

In his tyme can telle 

That nawder freynde nor fo 

Shalle fynde relese in helle. 

Jesus. He sayde fuUe soythe, that shalle thou se, 
In helle shalbe no relese, 
Bot of that place then ment he 
Where synfiiUe care shalle ever encrese. 
In that baylle ay shalle thou be, 
Where sorowes seyr shalle never sesse. 
And my folk that wer most fre 
Shalle pas unto the place of peasse ; 
For thay were here with my wille, 
And so thay shalle furthe weynde, 
Thou shalle thi self fulfvlle, 

Ever wo without ten ende. 
SatfLonas. Whi, and wille thou take theym alle tne 
fro? 
Then thynk me thou ar unkynde ; 

Nay, I pray the do not so, 

Umthynke the better in thy mynde. 

Or els let me with the go, 

I pray the leyfe me not behynde. 

Jesus, Kay, tratur, thou shalle won in wo, 

And tille a stake I shalle the bynde. 

SatJianas. Now here I how thou menys etnang 

With mesure and malyce for to melle, 

Bot sen thou says it shalbe lans, 

Yit som let alle-wayes with us dwelle. 
Jems. Yis, witt thou weile, els were greatt wrang. 

Thou shalle have Caym that slo Abelle, 

And alle that hastes theym self to hang, 

As dyd Judas and ArchitopKelle ; 

And Daton and Abaron and alle of thare assent, 

Cursyd tyranttes ever ilkon that me and myn tor- 
mente. 

And alle that wille not lere my law 

That I have left in land for new 

That makes my commyng knaw. 

And a!le my sacramentes persew ; 

My deth, my rysyng, red by raw, 
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Wlio trow thaym not thay or untrewe. 
Unto my dome I shalle tneym draw, 
And juge thaym wars then any Jew. 
And tbay that lyst to lere my law and lyf therby 
Shalle never have liarmes here, hot welth as is wof 
thy. 
Sathanaa. Now here my hand, I hold me payde, 
Thise poyntea ar playnly for my prow. 
If this be trew as thou has saide 
We shalle have mo then we have now ; 
Thies lawes that thou has late here laide 
I sh^e theym lere not to alow, 
IF thay myn take tbay ar betraide. 
And I shfdle tume theym tytte I trow, 
I shalle walk eest, I shalle walk west, 
And gar theym wyrk welle war. 

Jesiu. Nay feynde, thou ^albe feste, 
That thou shalle flyt no far. 

Saunas. Feste ? iy I that were a wykyd treson I 
Belamy, thou shalle be smylt. 

Jesus. Deville, I commaunde the to go downe 
Into thi sete where thou shalle syt. 

Sathartas. Alas, for doylle and care 
I synk into helle pyl. 

Rybalti. Sir Satbanas, so saide I are. 
Now shalle thou have a fytt. 

Jetus. Com now furthe my childer alle, 
I forgyf you youre mys ; 
Withe me now go ye shalle 
To joy and endles blys. 

Adam. Lord, thou art fiJle mekylle of mygbt, 
That mekys thi self on this manere. 
To help us alle as thou had us bight. 
When bothe forfett I and my fere ; 
Here have we dwelt withoutten light 
Four thousand and six hundreth yere, 
Now se we by this solempne sight 
How that thi mercy makes us dere. 
Eva. Lord, we were worthy more tomamentes to 
last. 
Thou help us lord of thy mercy, as thou of myght is 
mast. 
Johamus. Lord, I love the inwardly 
That me wold make tbi messyngere, 
Thi commyng in ertbe to cry, 
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. And teclie thi fayth to folk in fere ; 
Sythen before the forto dy, 
To bryng theym bodword thai be here, 
How thay shuld have thi help in hy, 
Now Be I alle those poyntes appere. 

Moyses. David, thi prophette trew. 
Oft tymes told unto us ; 
Of thi commyng he knew, 
And saide it shuld be thus. 

David, As I saide ere yit si^ I so, 
Ne derelinquas, domine, 
Animam jneam in inferno ; 
Leyfe never my sauUe, lord, after the, 
In depe belle wheder dampned Bhalle go ; 
Sufire thou never thi sayntes to se 
The sorow of thaym that won in wo, 
Ay fulle of fylthe and may not fie. 

Moyset. Make myrthe botfae more and les, 
And love oure lord we may. 
That has broght us fro byttemes 
In bJys to abyde for ay, 

Ysaua. TTierfor now let us syng 
To love oure lord Jesus, 
Unto his blys he wille us bryng, 
Te Deum laudamua. 

xxTBACTio Aniuaux u ivrsuio 
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{ Pilatua. Peasse, I warne you, woldes inwytt, 
i And standes on syde or ek go sytt, 
^For here ar men that go not yitt, 

And lordes of mekille oiyght ; 
We thynk to abyde, and not to flytt, 

I telle you every wyght. 
Spare youre speche ye brodels bold, 
And seese your cry tiUe I have told 
What that my worship wold, 

Here in thise wonys ; 
Whoso that wyglitly nold 

Fulle hy bese hanged his bonys. 
Wote ye not that I am Pilate, 
That satt apoo the justyce late 
At Calvary where I was att 

This day at mome ? 
I am he, that great state. 

That lad has aUe to tome. 
\ Now sen that lothly loselle is thus ded, 
'\ i have great joy in my manhede, 
; Tberfor wold I in ilk sted 

It were tayn hede 
If any felowse folow his red, 

Or more his law wold lede. 
For and I knew it cruelly 
His lyfe bees lost, and that shortly, 
. That he were better byng ful hy 

On galow tre ; 
Therfor ye prelates shuld aspy 

If any siche be. 
As I am man of myghtes most, 
■ If ther be any that blow sich host. 
With tormtintes keyn bese he indost 

For ever more ; 
The deville to helle shalle liarry hys goost, 

Bot I say no more. 
Caiphat. Sir, ye thar nothyng be dredand, 
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For Centurio, I understand, 
Youre knyght is left abvdand 

£ght ther bebynde ; 
We left hym ther for man most wyse. 
If any rybtddes wold oght ryse, 
To sesse theym to the next assyse, 

And thea for to make ende. 

Tunc veniet Centurio velul miles equitana, 
CetUurio- A, blyssyd lord, Adonay, what may this 
mervelle sygnyfy 
That here was ehowyd so openly unto oure sight, 
When the rightwys man can dy that Jesus hlght ? 
Heven it shoke abone, 
Of shynyng blan bothe son and moyne, 
And dede men also rose up sone, 

Outt of thare grafe ; 
And stones in walle anone 

In sonder brast and clofe. 
Ther was seen many a fuUe soden sight, 
Oure prynces, for sothe, dyd nothyng right, 
And so 1 saide to theym on bight, 

As it is trew ; 
That he was most of myght, 

The son of God, Jesu. 
Fowlys in the ayer and fishe in 3oode, 
That day changid tbare mode. 
When that he was rent on rode 

That lord veray ; 
Fulle welle thay understode 

That he was slayn that day. 
Ilierfor right as 1 meyn to theym fast wille I ryde. 
To wyt withoutten weyn what tliey wilJe say this 
tyde 

Of this enfray, 
I wille no longer abyde 

Bot fast ride on my way. 
God save you, syrs, on every syde. 
Worship and weith in warld so wyde i 
Pilatua. Centurio, welcom this tyde, 

Oure comly knyght. 
Centurio. God graunt you grace welle for to gyde, 

And re wile you right. 
Pilatua. Centurio, welcom, draw nere hand, 
Telle us som tythynges here emang, 
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For ye have gone thnigh outt oure land, 
Ye know ilk dele. 
Centurio. Sir, I drede me ye have done wrang 

And vronder ylle. 
Caiphas. Wonder yll ? I pray the why ? 
Declare that to this company. 

CetUurio. So shalle 1, sir, fulle securly, 
With alle my mayn. 
The rightwvs man, I meyn, hym by 
Taat ye have slayn. 
PUatus. Centurio sese of sich saw, 
Ye u* a greatt man of oure law. 
And if we shuld any wytnes draw 

To us excuse, 
To mayntene us ever more ye aw, 
And noght refuse. 
Centurio. To meyntene trowthe is welle worthy, 
I s^de when I saghe hym dy, 
That it was Godes son Almyghty, 

That hang thore ; 
So say I yit and abydes therby, 
For evermore. 
jtnna. Yee, sir, siche resons may ye rew, 
Thou shuld not neven sich notes new, 
Bot thou couthe any tokyns trew, 
Untille us telle. 
Centurio. Siche wonderfulle case never ere ye 
knew 

As then befelle. 
Ca^haa. We pray the telle us of what thyng. 
CmluHo. The elementes, bolhe old and ying, 
In thare manere maide greatt mowmjng, 

In ilka stede ; 
Thay knew by contenaunce that thare kyng 

Was done to dede. 
Tlie son for wo it waxed alle wan, 
The moyn and starnes of ahynyng blcui, 
And erihe it tremblyd as a man 

Began to speke ; 
The stone that never was styrryd or than 

In sonder brast and breke ; 
And dede men rose up bodely bothe greatt and smalle. 
I Pilatus. Centurio, bewar withe alle, 
I Ye wote the clerkes the ciyppes it calle 
Siche sodan sight ; 
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Tliat son and moyne a seson ^alle 
Lak of tliare liebte. 
Cayphm. Sir, and if tnat dede men ryse up bodely, 
That may be done thrughe socery, 
Therfor nothyng we set therby, 
That be thou bast. 
Ceniurio. Sir, that I saw truly, 

Tliat shalle I ever more trast. 
Not for ilk warke that ye dyd wyrke. 
Not oonly for the son wex myrke, 
Bot how the vaylle rofe in the kyrke 
Fayn wyt I wold ? 
Pilatus. A, siche taylea fulle sone wold make us 
,' yrke, 

I If thay were told. 

' Harlot wherto commys thou us emang . 

"With siche lesynges us to fang ? 
' Weynd furthe, hy myght thou hang, 
Vyle fatur ! 
Caypkas. Weynde furthe in the wenyande. 

And hold sty He thy clattur. 
CetUurio. Sirs, sen ye set not by my saw, haves now 
good day, 
God lene you grace to knaw the sothe alle way. 

Arma. Withe draw the fast sen thou the dredys, 
For we shalle welle mayntene oure dedes. 
Pilatus. Siche wonderfulle resons as now redes 

Were never beforne. 
Cayphas. To neven this note no more us nedes, 
Nawder even nor morne, 
Bot forto be war of more were 
That afterward myght do us dere, 
Therfor, sir, whiis ye ar here 

Us alle emang, 
Avyse you of thise sawes sere 

How thay wille stand. 
For Jesus saide fuDe opeuly 
Unto the men that yode hym by, 
A thyng that grevys alle Jury, 

And right so may. 
That he shuld ryse up bodely 

Within the thryde day. 
If it be so, as myght I spede, 
The latter dede is more to drede 
Then was the fyrst, if w4 take hede 
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And tend tberto ; 
Avyse you, ur, for it is nede 

The best to do. 
Jxjta, Sir, never the les if be saide so 
He has no myght to ryse and go, 
Bot his dyscyplyU steylle his cors us iro 

And oere away ; 
"niat were tilie uh, and othere mi^ 

A fowlie enfray. 
Then wold the pepylle say everUkoo 
That he were rysea bym self aion, 
Tberfor ordan to kepe that stone 

Withe knyghtes heynd, 
To tbise three dayes be conunen and gone 

And broght tille eude. 
PUatiu. Xow, certes, sir, fiille wdle ye say, 
And for this ilk poynt to purvay 
I shaJle, if that I niay, 

He shalle not ryse ; 
Nor none shalle wyn bym thens away - 

Ofnokjns wyse. 
Sir kny^tes, that ar of dedes dughty. 
And chosen for chefe of chevalry, 
A< I may me in you affy, 

By day and nyght, 
Ye go (ind kepe Jesus' body 

Wime alle youre myghte ; 
And for thyng that be may, 
Kepe bym welle unto the ihryd d^, 
That no tratur atylle his con you fray, 

Oit of that Bted, 
For if ther do, truly I say, 

Ye shalle be dede. 
Primae Miles. Yis, sir Pilate, in certan, 
We shalle hym kepe withe alle oure mayn, 
There shalle no b^ur with no trayn 

Steylle hym us fro ; 
Sir kny^itys, take gere that best may gayn. 

And let us go. 
SeoMdaa Miles. Yis, certee, we are alle redy bovoe^ 
We shalle hym kepe tiUe youre renowne, 
On every syde lett us sytt downe, 

We alle in fere ; 
And I shalle fownde to crak his orowne 

Whoso eommys here. 
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Primus Miks. Who shuld be where, feyn wold I 

wytt. 
Secwdta Miles. Even on thtg syde wylle I sytt. 
Tercivt Miks. And I sfaalle fownde his feete to 

%U. 
Quartui Miks. We there shrew ther ; 
Now by Mahowne, fayn wold I wytt 

Who durst com here 
This cors with treson forto talce. 
For if it were the bumand drake 
Of me styfly he gatt a strake, 
Have here my hand ; 
To thise three dayes be past, 

lliis cors I dar warand. 

luMc cofitalmnttmgeU " Je»m retiirgeM," tt poateadket 
Jetut, 

Jetus. Erthly man that I have wr<^bt 
Wightly wake, and slepe thou nc^t, 
With bytter baylle I have the boght, 

To make the fre ; 
Into this dongeon depe I so^t 

Andalleforlufofthe. 
Behold how dere I wold the by, 
My woundes ar weytt and alle blody, 
The, synfulle man, fulle deie boght I 

Withe tray and teyn ; 
Thou fyle the noght eft for-thy, 

Now art thou cleyn. 
Clene have I mayde the, synfidle man. 
Withe wo and wandrethe I the wan. 
From hart and syde the blood out ran, 

Sich was my pyne ; 
Thou must me luf that tnus gaf Hian 

My lyfe for thyne. 
Hiou synfuUe man that by me gase, 
Tytt unto me thou tume tbi face, 
Behold my body in ilka place 

How It was dight ; 
Alle t(M«nt and ^le to-shentt, 

Man, fwthipli^t. 
With c<mles enewe and ropys togbe 
The Jues felle my lymmes out-droghti, 
For that I Was not mete enoghe 

Unto the bore i 
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VOdi bard stowndes thise depe woundes 

Tholyd 1 the fore. 
A crowne of tborne, that is so kene, 
Thay set apon luy hede for tent, 
Two tliefys hang thai me betwene, 

AUe for dy^yte ; 
This payn ilk dele tliou ihalle wyt wele, 

May I the wyte. 
Behald my shankes and my knees, 
Myn araes and my thees. 
Behold me welle, loke what thou sees, 

Bot sorow and pyne ; 
Thus was I spylt, mau, for thi gylt. 

And not for myne. 
And yit more understand thou shalle. 
In Btede of drynk thay gaf me galle, 
Aselle thiw menged it withaUe, 

, The Jues felle ; 
The payn I have, tholyd I to save 

Man's saulle from helle. 
Behold my body how Juee it dang 
With kaottes of whyppye and sooTges itrai^, 
As stremes of welle the hloode out sprang 

On every syde ; 
Knottes where tbay nyt, welle may thou wytt, 

Miude wauMes wyde. 
And therfor thou shalle uafierstand 
In body, heed, feete, and band, 
Four hundretbe woundes and five thowsaod 

Here may tbou se ; 
And therto nine were delt fuUe even 

For luf <tf the. 
Behold on me noght els is lefte, 
And or that thou were tro me refte, 
Alle thise paynes wold I thole efte 

And for the dy ; 
Here may thou se that I Juf the, 

Man, faythfully. 
Sen I for luf, man, boght the d&n. 
As thou thi self the sothe sees here, 
I pray the hartely, with good cbere, 

Luf me agane ; 
That it lyked me that I for the 

Tholyd alie this payn. 
If thou thi lyfe in syn have led 
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Mercy to ask be not adred, 
The leste drope I for the bled 

Myght clens the soyn, 
AUe the syn flie warld with in 

]f thou had done. 
I was velle wrotbet with Judas 
For that he wold ask me no grace, 
ITien I was for his trespM 

That he me sold ; 
I was redy to show mercy, 

Aske none he woM. 
Lo how I hokl myn armes on brade. 
The to save ay redy mayde. 
That I great luf ay to the had, 

Welle may thou k&aw ! 
Som luf agane I woid fuUe feyn 

Thou wold me sltow. 
Bot luf noglite els sske I of the, 
And that Uiou fownde fast syn to fle, ' 

Pyne the to lyf in eharyte 

Bothe night and day ; 
Then in my blya that never sb&lle nqrs 

Thou shalle dwelte ay. 
For I am veny prince of peasse, , 
And synnes seyr I may releasae, 
And who so wille of synnes seasse 

And mercy cry, 
I grauntt theym here a measse 

In brede myn awne body. 

tThai ilk veray Iwede of lyfe 
Jecomj'S my fleshe in woraes fyfe, 
Who 90 it resaves in syn or stryfe 

Bese dede for ever ; 
And who so it takes in rig^twys iyfo 
r^ shalle he never*.] 
Mona Moffdi^ene. Alas, to dy with doylte am I 
dyght, 
In warld was never a wefnUer wight, 
I drope, I dai-e, for seyng of sight 

That I can se ; 
My lord, that mekille was of might, 

Is ded fro me, 
Alas, that I sbuld se his pyne 

■ This stanza baa been stnicic tbrough vitb red ink at a later period. 
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Or tlwt 1 Bhuld his ly£e tyne, , 
For to iche sore lie was medecyne 

And boytte of alle ; ■ . ; 

Help and hold to ever, ilk hya^ , 
To hym wold calle. 
Maria Jacobi. Alas, how stand I oa my feete 
When I thynk oa hjs wouodes wete, 
Jesus, that was on luf so swete^ 

And never dyd ylle, 
Is dede and grafen under the greter 
Withoutten skylle. 
S^iria Saltmee, Withouttes skylle thise Jues ilkon 
T^t lufiy lord they have hym slone, 
And trespaa dyd he never none, 

In no kyn st«d ; 
To whom now simile we make oure mone ? 
Oure Lord is ded. 
Maria Magdalene. Seti iie.is ded, my syst«rs dwe, 
Weynd we wille with fijUe gpod cfaere, 
With oHre anoyobneDte^ £axe end clere 

That we have brc^ht 
For to anoyntt bis woundes sere, 
That Jues hym wroght. 
Maria Jacoin. Go we then, my systers fre, . 
For sore me longis his cors to see, 
Bot i wtrte Sever how best may be, 

Help have we ntme j , 
And wht«he sballe c^ us. syuera tbre 
Remefe the stone ? 
Maria Salomee. That do we not bot we were mo. 
For it is hoghe aud bevy also. 

Maria Magdalene. Systers, we thar do farther go 
Bot m^e mowmyng ; 
I »e two syt where we weynd to. 
In whyte clothyng, 
Maria Jacobi. Certes, the sotbe is not to hyde. 
The grave stone is put besyde. 
Maria Salomee. Certes, for thyng that may betyde 
Now wille we weynde 
To late the luf, and with hyutbyde, 
That was oure it&yjaiAxi. 
Primus Angelus. Ye mowmyng wfmieo in youre 
thoght, - .- I . . V ■ 

Here in this place whom have ye Eoght? ■ 
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Maria Magdalene. Jesus, that onto ded wa* 
broght, 

Oure lord so ire. 
Seetmdta Angdus. Certes, women, here ii he 
Doght, 

Com nere and se. 
Primus Angdus. He k not here, the aotbe to say, 
The place is voyde ther iia he lay, 
The sudary here se ye may 

Was on hym layde ; 
He is rysen and gone his way. 
As he you sayde. 
Seamdus Angdus. Even as he saide »o done ha» 
he, 
He has rysen thrughe bis pauste. 
He shalle be fon in Galale, 

In flesbe and feile ; 
To his dyeypyla now weynd ye, 
Ana thus thaym telle. 
Maria Magdaiene. My eystm fre, wa il is so 
That he is resyn the detne liius fro, 
As saide tille us thise angels two, 

Oure lord and ledie, 
As ye have hard where that ye go 

Loke that ye preclw. ... 

Maria Jacobi. As we have hard to shaUe Vb say^ 
Mare, oure syster, have good day. 
Maria Migdalene. Now veray Godt m he welie. 
may, 

Man most of myght, 
He wyshe you systers welle itt youre w»y. 

And rewle you right. 
Alas, what sfaalle now wortli on me ? 
My catjf hart wylle breke in tlire 
When that I thyok on that ilk bodye 

How it was spylt ; 
Thrughe feete and hancfes nalyd was be 

Withoutten gylt. 
Withoutten gylt then was he tayn, 
That lufly lord, tftay have hym slayn, 
And tryspas dyd he never nane, 

Ne yit no mys j 
It was my gylt he was fortayn, 

And nothittg his. ■ . ■ 

How myght I hot I lufyd that iwet« 
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That for me suffred woundes wete, 
Sythen to be grafen under the grete, 

Siche kyndnes kythe ; 
There is nothyng tille that we mete 
May make me biythe. 
Primva Mtles. Outt, alas 1 what shalle I say ? 
Where is the cors that here in lay ? 
Seamthis Miles. What alys the man ? he is awsjr 

That we ahuld tent ? 
Primus Miles. Ryse up and ae. 
Secundus Miles. Harrow, thefe, for ay 

I cownte us shent I 
Tercius Miles. What devylle alys you two 
Sick nose and cry thus for to may ? 
Secundum Miles. For he is gone. 
Tercitis Miles. Alas, wha ? 
Secundus Miles. He that here lay. 
Tercius Miles. Harrow, dewille, how swa gat he 

away? 
Qvartus Miles. What, is he thus^tes from us 
vent, 
The fals tratur that here was lentt, 
That we truly to tent 

Had undertane ? 
Certarriy I telle us sheynt 
H<Jly ilkane. 
Primus Miks, Alas, what shalle I do this day 
Sen this tratur is won away ? 
And safely, syrs, I dar welle say 
He rose alon. 
Secundus Miles. Wytt sir Pilate of thb enfray 

We mon be slone. 
Quartus Miles. Wote ye welle he rose in dede. 
Secundus Miles. I eaghe my self when that he< 

yede- 
Primus Miles, When that he styrryd out of the 
steede ' 

None couthe it ken. 
Quartus Miles. Alas, hard h^ was on my hede 

Emangalle men. 
Tercius Miles. Ye, bot wyt Sir Pilate of this dede, 
That we were slepand when he yede 
We mon forfeit, withoutten drede, 
Alle that we have. 
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Quartut Miles, We must tnoke lees, for that is 
nede, 

Oiire self to save. 
Primus Miles. That red I welle, so myght I go. 
Secwadus Miles. And I assent therto also. 
Terciia Miles. A thowsand shaUe I assay and mo, 
Welle armed ilkon, 
Com and toke his cors us fro, 
Had us nere slooe. 
Quartus Miles. Nay, certes, I hold tber none so 
good 
As say the sothe ri^t as it stode, 
How that he rose with mayn and mode, 

And went bis way ; 
To sir Pilate, if he be wode. 
Thus dar I say. 
Primus Miles. Why, and dar thou to sir Pilate go 
With thise tythynges, and telle hym so? 
Seamdus Miles, So red I that we do also. 

We dy hot o<»ies. 
Tercius Miles et Ckimes. Now he that wroght as 
a]le this wo 

Wo worth his bones I 
Quartus Miles, Go we saiu, sir knyghtes heynd, 
Sen we shalle to sir I^late weynd, 
I trow that we shalle part no freynd. 
Or that we pas. 
Primus Miles. Now and I shalle telle ilka word 
ulle ende, 

Right as it was. 
Sir Pilate, prynce withoutten peyr. 
Sir Cayphas and Anna bothe in fere. 
And alle the lordes aboute you there. 

To neven by name ; 
Mahowne you save on sydes sere 
Fro syn and shame. 
PiUUus. Ye ar welcom, oure knyghtes so keyn, 
A mekille myrthe now may we meyn, 
Bot telle us som talkyng us betwene. 
How ye have wroght. 
Primus Miles, Oure walkyng, lord, withoutten 
wene, 

Is worthe to noght. 
Cayphas. To noght ? alas, seasse of siche saw. 
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Secwidia MUa. The prophete Jesus, that ye weller 
koaw, 
Is rysen and went fro us on raw, 
With mays and mygbt. 
I PUatiu. Therfor the deyflle the aUe to^raw, 
! Vyie recrayd knygbt ! 

;' What, combred cowardes I you caUe, 
I Let ye hym pas fro you alle ? 

I Tavius Miles. Sir, ther was none that durst do bot 
smalle 

When that he yede, 
Quartut Milea. We were so ferd we can downe 
faUe, 

And qwoke for drede. 
Primus Miie». We were so rad ever ilkon 
When that he put besyde the stone 
We qwoke for ferd, and durst styr none, 
And sore we were abast. 
Pilatut. Whi, bot rose he hi hym self alone ? 
Sectmdus MiUa. Ye, lord, that be ye trast, 
We hard never on even ne mome, 
Nor yit oure faders us befome, 
Sicbe melody, myd-day ne nome, 

As was maide thore. 
' Pilatus. Alas, then ar oure lawes forlome 

For ever more ! 
I A, deville, what shalle now worthe of this? 
( This warld farys withe quantys, 
I pray you, Cayphas, ye us wya 
Of this enfray. 
Cta^has. Sir and I contb oght by my clergys 

Fayn wold I say. 
Araa. To say the best for sothe I shalle. 
It shalbe profett for ua alle, 
Yond knyghtes behovys thare wordes agane calle, 

How he is myst ; 
We wold not for tliyng that myght befalle 

Hiat no man wyst. 
And therfor of youre cnrtessie 
Cyf theym a rewarde for-tby. 

Piiattu. Of this counselle welle paide am I, 
I ' It dialbe thus. 

JSir knyghtes, that ar of dedes doghty, 

Take tent tille us; 
Herkyns now how ye shalle say, 
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j AVh«re to ye go by oyght or day, 
■ Ten thowsand n 



1 men of good aray 
Cam you unule, 
Aud thefyshly toke hia con you fr»y 

Agwig youre wille. 
Loke ye say thus in every laod^ 
And tner to on this covande 
Ten thowaand poundes have in youre hande 

To youre rewarde. 
And my frenship I understaiuJe 
Shalle not be sparde ; 
Bot lobe ye say as we have kend. 

Primtis Miles. Yis, sir, as Mahowne me mende. 
In ilk contree where so we lende 

By nygbt or day, 
Where so we go, where so we weynd. 
Thus shalle we aey. 
Pilaha. The blyssyng c^ Mahowne be with you 

nyght and day. 
Maria Magdalene, Say me, garthynere, I the ptay. 
If thou bare oght my lora away, 
Telle me the sothe, say me not nay, 

Where that he lyys ; 
And I shalle remefe hym if I may, 
On any kyn wyse. 
Jenw.' Woman, why wepys thou ? be stylle ; 
Whome sekys thou, say me thy wylle. 
And nyk me not wtUi aay. 
Maria Magdalene. For my Iwd I lyke fulle ylle» 
The stede thou bare his body tylle 

Telle me I the i»-ay ; 
Aud 1 shalle if I may his body here with me, 
Unto myn endyng day the better shuld I be. 

Jesiu. Woman, woman, tume thi tboghl, 
Wyt thou welle I hyd hym noght. 

Then bare hym nawre withe me ', 
Go seke, loke if thou fynde hym f%ht. 

Maria MagdaUne. In fayth I have hym soght, 

Bot nawre he wille fond be. 
Jesus. Whi, what was he to the in sothfiutn^A tp 

say? 
Maria Magdal&te. A, he was to me, no longer 
dwelle I may> .. ,.-■ 

Jesus. Mary, thou sekys thy God, uid that am I. 
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Maria Magdalene. Rabony, my lord so dere. 
Now am 1 hole that thoa art here, 
Suffer me to neghe the nere, 

And kyi thi feete ; 
Myght I do so welle me were, 

For thou art swete. 
Jena. N^, Mary, ii^b« thoa not me. 
For to my Fader, telle I the, 

Yit stevynd I noght ; 
Telle my brethere I shalle be 
Before theym alle in trynyte 

Whose wille that I have wroght. 
To peasse now ar thay boght that [H7sond were in 

pyiie, 

Wherfor thou thank in thc^ht God thi lord and 

Mary thou shalle weynde me fro, 
Myn erand ^alle thou grathly go. 

In no fowndyng thou falle. 
To my dyscypyls say thou so, 
That wilsom ar and lappyd in wo. 

That I thayiR socoure sbalie. 
By name Peter thou calle and say that I shalle be 
Before hym and theym alle my aeUe in Galyle. 

Maria Magdalene. Lord, 1 shalle make my vyage 
To telle theym hastely, 
Fro they here that message 
Thay wille be alle mery. 
This lord was slayn, alas for-thy, 
Falsly spylt, no man wyst why. 

Whore he dyd rays ; 
Bot with hym spake I bodely, 

Fw-thi commen is my biys. 
My blys is commen, my care is gone. 
That lufiy have I met alone, 
I am as blylbe in bloode and bone 

As ever was wight ; 
Now is he resyn that was sltme, 

Mi hart is light. 
1 am as light as leyfe on tre, 
For joyfulle sight that I can se, 
Fot welle I wote that it was* he 

My lord Jesu ; 
He that betrayde that fie 

Sore may he rew. 
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To Ga]yle dow wille I fare. 

And his dyscypyles cache from care, 

I wote that tney wille mowme no mare, 

Commyn is thare blys ; 
That wor^i childe that Mary bare 

He amende youre myst 



EXPLICIT BXIVBHXCTIO I> 
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nsatH rABtum: 



Oeopkat. Almyghty Gtxl, Jesu, Jesu I 
That borae was of a madya fre, 
"ITiow was a lord and propbete trew, 
Whjls thou had lyfe on Ijfe to be 

B^manges thise men ; 
Yll was thou ded, so wo is me 

That I it ken. 
I ken it welle that thou was shtyn 
Oonly for me and alle mankynde, 
Therto thise Jues were fulle bayn, 
Alas, why was thou, man, so blynde 

Thi lord to slo ? 
On hym why wold thou have no mynde, 

Bot bett hym bio ? 
6lo thou bett hym bare, his brest thou maide alle 

blak, 
His woundes alle wete thay ware, alas, withoutten 
lakl 
Xmcos. That lord, alas, that leche that was so 
meke and mylde, 
So welle that couthe us preche with syn was never 

fyled; 
He was fulle bayn to preche us ^e from warkes 

wjlde. 
His dede it wille me dreche, for thay hym so begylde 

This day ; 
Alas, why dyd thay so 
To tug hym to and &o ? 
From hym wold thay not go 

To lu8 lyfe was away. 
Oeophai. Tliise cursyd Jues, ever worthe thaytn 
wo t 
Oure lord, oure master, to ded gart go, 
Alle sakles thay gart hym slo 
Apon the rode, 
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And for to bete his body bio 

Thay th<^ht AiUe good. 
Lucas. Thou says fulle Bothe, thay dyd hym payii> 
And thsrto were thay ever fayn. 
Thay wold no leyf or he was slayn 

And done to ded ; 
For-Ai we mowrne withe mode and mayn, 

Withe rufulle red. 
Cleophas. Yee rufuily may we it rew, 
For hym that was so good and trew, 
That thrughe the falshede of a Jew 

Was thus betrayd; 
Therfor oure sorow is ever new, 

Oure joy is layd. 
Lttcas. Certes, it was a wonder thyng 
That thay wold for no tokynyng, 
Ne yit for his techyng, 

Trast in that trew ; 
Thay myght have sene in his doyog 

Fulle greatt vertu. 
Clecphas. For alle that thay to hym can say 
He answard never withe yee, ne nay, 
Bot as a lam meke was he ay, 

For alle thare threte. 
He spake never, by nyght ne day. 

No wordes greatte. 
Lueat. Alle if he wor withoutten plight. 
Unto the ded yit thay hym dight, 
If he had never so raekille myght 

He sudred alle ; 
He stud as stille, that bright, 

As stone in walle. 
Cleophas. Alas, for doyUe I what was thare skylle 
That precyous lord so for to spitle ? 
And he servyd never none ylle 

In worde, ne dede ; 
Bot prayd for theym his Fader tille 

To ded when that he yede. 
Lucas. When I Uiynk on hb passyon, 
And on his moder how she can swoyn^ 
To dy nere am I bowne. 

For SOTOW I aoAe hir mak ; 
Under the crosse when she felle downe, 

For hir sod sake. 
CUopfMS. Me thynk my hart is fulle of wo, 
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When I saghe hym to ded go, 
The wekyd Jues thay were so thro 

To wyrke hym woghe ; 
His fare body thay maide fuUe bio 
Withe strokes enoghe. 
Lucas. Me thynke my hart droppyg alle in 
bloode 
When I saghe hym hyng on the roode, 
And askyd a drynk, withe fuUe myld mode, 

Right than in fay ; 
Aselle andgalle, that was not good, 

Tftay broght hym then truly, 
CUophaa. Was never man in no kyns stede 
That suflred half so greatt mysdede 
As he, to ded or that he yede, 

Ne yit the care ; 
For-thi fuUe carefuUe is my red 
Where soever I fare. 
Lucas. Where so I fare he is my mynde, 
Bot when I thynk on hym so kynde, 
How sore gyltles that he was pynde 
Apon a tre, 
" Unethes may I hold my mynde. 
So sore myslykes me. 

Hie venit Jesus in apparatu peregrini. 
Jesus. Pylgrymes, whi make ye this mone. 
And walk so rufully by the way ? 
Have ye youre gates ungrathly gone ? 
Or what you alys to me ye say ; 
What wordes ar you two emange 
That ye here so sadly gang ? 
To here theym eft fulle sore I lang 

Here of you two; 
It semys je ar in sorow Strang, 
Here as ye go. 
Chopbas. What way, for shame, man, has thou 
tayn 
That thou wote not of this af&ay ? 
Thou art a man by the alane, 
Thou may not pleasse me to my pay. 

Jesus. I pray you, if it be youre wille, 
Those wyrdys ye wold reherse me tylle, 
Ye ar alle hevy and lykes ylle 
Here in this way ; 



,,GoogIc 



PEREGRIKt. 



27s 



If ye wille now shew me youre i'K.} 
I wold you pray. 
iMcat. Art thou a pilgreme thi self alone, 
Walicand in cuntry bi thyn oone, 
And wote not what is commeii and gone 

Within few days ? 
Me thynk thou shuld make mone, ^ 

And wepe here in thi wayes. 
Jesus, Whi, what is done can ye me say 
In this laud this ylk day ? 
Is ther fallen any af&ay 

In land awro where ? 
If ye can me telle I you pray, 

Or that I farthere fare. 
OsqpAos. Why, knowys thou not what thyng is 
done 
Here at Jerusalem thus sone, 
Tbrughe wykyd Jues, withoutten hone. 

And noght lang syn ? 

For the trew prophete make we this mone, 

And for his pyne, 

Lucas. Ye, for Jesus of Nazarene, 

That was a prophete trew and clene, 

In word, in warke, fulle meke, I wene. 

And that fonde we ; 
And so has he fulle long bene, 

As mot I the. 
To God and to the people bathe ; 
Therfor thise dales he lias takyn skaitlte. 
Unto the ded, withoutten haghe, 
Thise Jues hyra dight ; 
For-thi for hym thus walk we wrathe 
By day and nyght. 
Cta^kas. Thise wykyd Jues trayed hym withe gyle, 
To thare highe preeste within a whyle 
And to, thare prynces thay can hym fyle, 

Withoutten drede ; 
Apon a croBse, noght hens a myle. 
To ded he yede. 
Lucas. We trowyd that it w^s he truly 
His awne lyfe agane shuld by, 
As it is told in prophecy 

Of Cristes ,doyng ; 
And, certes, they wille never ly 
For no kyns thyng. 
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Fro he was of the croSse t^n 
He was layde fulle sone agttne 
In a grave, under a Rta&e, 

And that we hhw j 
Wbeder he be ryeen And gane 

Yet we ne knaw. 
Jetm. PilgreroeA, in Bpeche ye ar fulle awthe. 
That Bhalle I Welle declare you why. 
Ye have it hart, and that is rawthe^ 
Ye can no better stand therby, 

Thyng that ye here ; 
And prophetys told it openly 

On good manere. 
Tbay sEiide a childe there shuld be borne 
To by man ^rnde, combryd in care, 
Thus saide David here beforne 
And othere prmhetys wyse of lare. 

And Danielle ; 
Som saide he ded shuld be. 
And ly in tirthe by dayes thre, 
And sithen, thrughe his pauate, 

Ryse up in fleshe and felle. 
Cleqpkaa. Now, sir, for sothe, as God me save, 
Women has £ayed ns in oure thoght, 
Thay saide that they were at his grave 
And in that sted they fitunde bym noght, 

Bot sude a lighte 
Com downe withe angels, and up him broght 

There in thare sight. 
We would not trow theym for nothyng, 
If thay were ther in the mornyng, 
We saide thay knew not hia rysyng 

When it shuld be, 
Bot som of us, withoute dwellyng, 

Wentt theder to se. 
Lucas. Yee, som of us, sir, have beyti tharet 
And launde it as the women sude, 
Out of that sted that cors was fare. 
And also the grave stone put besyde, 

We see wiUie ee ; 
The teres out of myn ees can glyde. 

For doylle I dre. 
Jesta. Ye foylea, ye ar not stabylle. 
Where is youre witt, I say ? 
Wilsom of hart ye ar unabyUe 



,,GoogIc 



And outt of the right way 

For to trow it is no fabyUe 

That is faUeh this same day. 

He wyst, when he sat at his tabille, 

That Judas shuld him sone betray ; 

Me thynk you alle untrist to tro*, 

Bothe in mode and mayn, 

Alle that the prophetes told to you 

Before, it is no trane. 

Told not they what wyse and how 

Tliat Crj'St shuld suSre payn ? 

And so to his Paske bo^ 

To entre tille his joy agane ? 

Take tent to Moyses and othere mo, 

That were proj^tas trew and good, 

Thay saide Jesus to ded shuld go, 

And pynde be on roode, 

Thrughe the Jues be mwde fulle bio, 

His voundes rynyng on red bloode> 

Sithen shuld he ryse and furthe go 

Before right as lie yode. 

Crist behovid to sufire this 

For Gothe, right as I say. 

And sithen enter into his biys 

Unto his Fader for ay. 

Ever to won with hym and his, 

Where ever is gun and play. 

Of that myrthe shalle he never my» 

Fro he weynde hens away. 

Cleophas. Now, sir, we thank k fuile of sythes 
The eommyng of you heder, 
To us so kyndJy kythes 
The prophecy alle to geder. 

Jesua. By leyff now, sirs, for I must weynde, 
For I have far of my jomay. 

Lucas. Now, sir, we pray you, as cure freynde, 
Alle nyght to abyde for eharite, 
And taJie youre rest ; 
At morue more prest then may ye be 
To go fulle prest. 

Cleophas. Sir, we you pray, for Codes sake. 
This nyght penance with us to take, 
With siche chere as we can make. 
And that we pray ; 
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We may no farther walk ne wake, 

Gone is the day. 
Lmcas. Dwelle withe us, sir, if ye tnyghc. 
For aow it waxes to the nyght. 
The day is gone that was so hright, 

No far thou shaUe ; 
Mete and dryak, sir, we you highc 

For thi good tale. 
Jestts. I thank you bothe, for sothe, in fere» 
At this tyme I ne may dwelle here,. 
I have to walk in ways sere-. 

Where I have hight i 
I may not be, withoutten were. 

With you alle nyght. 
CUophtu. Now, as myght I lyf in qwarte. 
At this tyme wille we not parte, 
Bot if tlmt thou can more of arte 

Or yit of lare ; 
Unto this cyte, withe good harte. 

Now let us fare. 
Lucas. Thou art a pilgreme, as we ar. 
This nyght shalle thou fare as we fare, 
Be it les or be it mare 

Thou shalle assay. 
Then to-moriie thou make the yare 

To weynde thi way. 
Jesus. Freyndys, for to fulfille youre wille 
I wille abyde withe you awhyle. 

Cleophas. Sir, ye ar welcom as is skylle 
To siche as we have, bi Sant Gyle. 

Lucas. Now ar we here at this towne, 
I red that we go sytt us downe, 
And forto sowpe we make us bowne, 

Now of oure fade; 
We have enoghe, sir, bi my crowne. 

Of Godes goode. 



Tunc parent n 
CUophas. Lo, here a horde and clothe Iai( e. 
And breed theron, alle redy grade. 
Sit we downe, we shalbe paide, 

And make good chere ; 
It is bot penaunce, as we saide. 
That we have here. 
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TSmc recmnbent et sedebit Jesus in medio eorum, time 
benedicet Jesus pattern etjranget in tribus partibus, et 
postea evanebit oft ocuUs egrum ; et dicet LucaSy 
Lucas. Wemmow I where is this man becom 
Right here that sat betwix us two ? 
He brake the breed and laide us som ; 
How myght he hens now fro us go 

At his awne lyst ? 
It was oure Lorde, 1 trow right so. 
And we not wyst. 
Cleophas. When went he hens, wbedir, and 
how, 
What I ne wote in warld so wyde, 
For had I wyten, I make a vowe. 
He shuld have byden what so betyde ; 
Bot it were Jesus that withe uh was, 
Selcouthe me tbynk, the sothe to say. 
Thus prevely from us to pas, 
I wist never when he went away. 
We were fulle blynde, ever alas \ 
I telle us now begylde for ay, 
For speche and bewte that he has 
Man myght hym knaw this day. 

Lucas. A, dere God, what may this be ? 
Right now was he here by me, 
Now is this greatt vanyte, 

He is away ; 
We ar begyld, by my iewte, 
So may we say. 
Ckopkas. Where was oure hart, where was oure 
thoght. 
So far on gate as he us broght 
Knawlege of hym that we had noght 

In alle that tyme ? 
So was he lyke, bi hym me wroght, 
llUe oon pylgryme. 
Lucas. Dere God, how couthe we hym not knaw ? 
So openly alle on a raw 
The tayles that he can tille us shaw, 

By oone und oone ; 
And now from us within a thraw 
Thus sone is gone. 
Cleophas. I had no knawlege it was he, 
Bot for he brake this brede in thre, 
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And delt it here to tbe and me 

Withe his awne hande ; 
When be passyd hens we myght not se, 
Here syttande. 
Lucas. We ar to blame, yee, veramente, 
That we toke no better tente 
Whiles we by the way wente 

Withe hym that stowod ; 
Knowlege of bym we myght have hentt 

Syttyng on grownd. 
Cl^ophas. Fro he tooke breede fulle welle I wyst, 
And brake it here withe his awne fyste. 
And laide it us at his awne lyat. 

As we it heat ; 
I knew hym then, and sone it kyst 

Withe good in tente. 
Lucas. Tb&t we hym knew wyst he welle enoghe, 
Therfor alle Eone he hym withe-droghe. 
Fro he saw that we hym knogbe. 

Withe in this sted ; 
I have ferly what way and how 

Away that he shuld glyde. 
Ckophas. Alas, we war fulle myrk in thoght, 
Bot he were bothe fuile wille of red ; 
Man, for shame whi held thou ooght 
When he on borde brake us this breede ? 
He soght the prophecy more and les 
And told it us right in this sted, 
How that he hym self was 
With wykid Jues broght to ded, 

And more ; 
We wille go seke that kyng 

That suffred woundes sore. 
Lveas. Ryse, go we hens fro this place, 
To Jerusalem take we the pace, 
And telle oure brethere alle the case, 

I red right thus ; 
From ded to lyfe when that he rase 

He apperyd tille us. 
Cleopkas. At Jerusalem I understande, 
Ther hope I that thay be dwellaud. 
In that countre and in that land 

We shalle theym mete ; 
Weynd we furthe I dar wai-and 

Right in the strele. 
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Liaaa. Let us not tary les ne mare, 
Bot oa oure feete fast iet us fare, 
I hope we ahalle be cachid fro care 

, FuUe Boue, iwys ; 
lliat biyssid childe that Mary bare 
GrauDt yon his biys. 
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Maria Magdalene, Haylle brother, and God be 
here, 
I bryng to amende youre chere, 
Trist ye it and knawe ; 
He is rysen, the sothe to say, 
I met hym goyng bi the way, 

He bad me telle it you. 

Petrtu. Do way, woman, thou carpys wast, 

It is som spirite or els som gast, 

Othere was tt noght ; 

We may trow on no kyns wyse, 

That ded man may to lyfe ryse. 

This then is oure thoght. 
Patilus. It may be sothe for mans mede, 
The Jues maide hym grymly blede 

Thrughe feele, handes, and syde ; 
With nayles on rode thay dyd hym hang, 
Wherfor, woman, thou says wrang. 
As myght I blys abide. 
Maria Magdalene. Do way youre threpyng, ar ye 
wode? 
I saghe hym that dyd on roode. 

And withe hym spake withe mowthe ; 
Therfor you both red I 
Put away your heresy, 

Tryst it stedfast and cowthe. 
Petrus. Do way, woman, let be thi fare. 
For shame and also syn, 
If wee make never siche care 
His lyfe may we not wyn. 

Paulus. And it Is wretyn in oure law 
Ther is no trust in womans saw, 

No trust faithe to belefe ; 
For with thare quantyse and ihare gyle 
Can thay laghe and wepe som while. 

And yit nothyng tlieym grefe- 
In oure bookys thus fynd we wretyn. 
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Alle manere of men welle it wytten. 

Of women on this wyse ; 
Tille an appylle she is lyke, 
Wilhoutten faille ther is none slyke 

In horde iher it lyse, 
Bot if a man assay it witterly, 
It is fu]le roten inwardly 

At the colke within, 
Therfor in woman is no lagbe. 
For she is withoutten aghe, 

As Crist me lowse of syn. 
Therfor trust we not trystely, 
Bot if we saghe it witterly 

Then wold we trastly trow ; 
In womans saw affy we noght. 
For thay ar fekille in wordand thoght. 
This make I myne awowe. 
Maria Magdalene. As be I lowsid of ray care. 
It is as trew as ye stand thare. 

By hym that is my brothere. 
Pet}ia. 1 dare lay my heede to wed 
Or that we go untifle oure bed 

That we shalle here anothere. 
Paulus. If it be sothe that we here say, 
Or this the thrid day 

The sothe then mon we se. 
Maria Magdalene. Bot it be sothe to trow, 
As ye mon here, els pray I you. 

For fals that ye hold me. 
Petrtis. Waloway ! my lefe deres, there I stand in 
this sted, 
Sich sorow my hart sheres for rewthe I can no red ; 
Sen that Mawdleyn witnes beres that Jesus rose from 

ded 
Myn ees has letten salt teres on erthe to se ym trede. 
Bot alas ! that ever I woke that carefuUe catyf nyght 
When I for care and cold qwoke by a fyre bumyng 

fulle bright, 
When I my lord Jesus forsoke for drede of woman's 

myght ; 
A rightwys dome I wiile me loke that I tyne not that 

semely sight. 
Bot ever alas Twhat was I wode ? myght noman be 
abarstir, 
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@ TOWNKLEV MYSTERIES. 

I soide if he nede b«-stode to hym shuld none be 

trastir ; 
I saide I knew not that good creature my master. 
Alas I that we fro the iled, that we oe had withe the 

gone, 
Wheu thou withe Jues was sted withe the was 

dwelland none, 
Bot foreoke the that us fed, for we wold not be tayn, 
We were as piysoners 60te adred withe Jues forto be 

slayn. 
Pcadut. Now Jesu, for tbi I;fe awete who hathe 

thus.mastryd the ? 
That in the breede that we eytt tbi selfgyffen wold 

be. 
And sythen thmghe handes and feytt be naly d on a 

tre, 
Graimt us grace that we may yit thi light in manbede 



Tunc venit Jesus, et cantat " Pax vobis et nan tardabU, 
hoc ett dies quam fecit Dommta." 
Tercius Apostolus. This is the day that God maide, 
alle be we glad and blythe, 
The Holy Gost before us glad fiille softly on his 
sithe; 



Red clothyng apon he had, and blva to us can kithe, 

" Tliy oa the erthe he trade fulle n 

lythe. 



SoUiy on the erthe he trade fulfe myldly be did 



Quartus Apostolus. This dede thru^e God is done, 

thus in alle oure s^hte ; 
Mighty God, true kyng in Irone, whose son in Marye 

light. 
Send us, lord, thi blissid bone, as thou art God of 

myght, 
S<HhIy to B6 hym sone and have of hym a sight. 

Iterutn venit Jetus, et contef, " Pax vobis et non 



Quinim Apo^olus. Who so commys in Goddes 

name ay blissid mot he be, 
Might fulle God shelde us fro shame in thi moder 

name Mare; 
Thise wykid Jues wiUe us blame, thou grauntt us for 

to se 
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The self bod)* and the same the wbicUe that died on 

tre. 
Jtsm. Peasse etnanges you ever ichon I it is I, 

drede you noght, 
What was wont with you to gone and dere with ded 

you boght ; 
Grope and iele fleshe and bone and forme of man 

welle wroght> 
Siche thyng has goost none, loke whedder ye luiawe 

me ogbt. 
My rysyng fro dede to lyfe shalle no man agane 

moytt, 
Behold my woundes fyfe thrughe handes syde and 

foytt, 
To ded can luf me dryfe and styrryd my hart roytt, 
Of syn who wille hym shryfe thyes wounded shalbe 

his boytt. 
For oon so swete a thyng my self so iefe had wroght 
Man sawlle, my dere derlyng, to batelle was I lu^ht. 
For it thay can me dyng to bryng out of my thoght, 
On roode can thay me nyng, yit ]uf for gate I noght ; 
Luf makys me, as ye may se, stfenkytlia withe blood 

ao red, 
Luf gars me have harte so fre, it opyna every sted, 
Luf BO fre so dampnyd me, it drote me to the ded, 
Luf rasyd me thrughe his pauste, it is swetter then 

tned. 
Witterly, man, to the I cry, thou yeme my fader 

fere, 
Tliyn awne sawUe kepe cleynly whyls thou art wardan 

here, 
Slo it not withe thi body, synn3mg in synnes sere. 
On me and it thou have mercy, for I have boght it 

dere. 
My dere freyndes, now may ye se for sothe that is I 
That dyed apm the roode tre, and syt^eti rose 

bodely, 
Tltat it alie-gatea sothfast be, ye shdle se hastely ; 
Of youre mett gyf ye me siche as ye have redy. 

Paratur menea, et bfferat sesdm Apo^tAus facvaa meUis 
etpiicem, dicendo. 
Se^^UB Apostolus. Lord, lo here a roslid fishe and a 
comb of hiHiey 
Laide fulle fare in a dishe and fuUe honeatly. 
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Here is none othere mett but 'this in alle oure 

company, 
Bot welle is us that we have this to thi lykyng only, 
Jesus. Mi dere Fader of heven, that maide me 

borne to be 
Of a madyn withouttea steven, and sithen to die on 

tre, 
From ded to lyf at set stevyn rasid me thrughe thi 

pans tee, 
With the wordys that I shalle neven this mette thou 

blis thrughe me ; 
In the Fader name and the Son and the Holy Gast, 
Thre persons to knaw and con in oone God hede 

Btedfast. 
I gif this mett my benyson thrughe vrordes of myghtes 

Now wiile I ette as 1 was won my manhede eft to 

tast. 
My dere frej-ndys lay hand title, eyttes for charite, 
I ette at my Fader wille, at my wille ette now ye. 
That I ette is to fulfille that writen is of me 
In Moyses law, fur it is skylte fulfillyd that it be. 
Myn ye noghte that I you told in certayn tyme and 

sted, 
When I gaf myself to wold to you in fourme of 

bred, 
That my body shuld be sold, my blood be spylt so 

red? 
TTiis cors gravyn ded and cold the thrid day ryse fro 

ded? 
Your hartes was fulfil lyd" withe drede whyls I have fro 

you bene, 
The rysyng of my manhede unethes wold ye weyn. 
Of trouth now may ye spede thorow stedfast wordes 

and cleyn, 
Leyf freyndes, trow now the dede that ye withe ees 

have seen. 
Ye have forlhynkyng and shame for youre dysse- 

ferance, 
I formf you the blame, in me now have afiyance, 
The folk that ar wilhe syn lame, preche thaym to re- 
pentance, 
Forgif syn in my name, enjoyne theym to penance. 
The grace of the Holy Gost to wyn resave here at 
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THOUAS fNDI*:. 2 

Hie respirat in eos. 
The which ahalle never blyn, I gif you here pauste 
Whom in erthe ye lowse of syn in heven lowsyd 

shalle be, 
And whom in erthe ye bynd ther-in, in heven boaden 

be he. 

Hie diseedet oft eis. 
Septimus Apoatolua. Jesu Crist in trynyte, Jesu to 

cry and calle, 
That borne was of a madyn fre thou save us syDfuIle 

alle; 
For us hangyd apon a tre, drank a&elle and galle, 
Tbi servandes save fro vanyte in wanhope that we not 

falle. 
Octottu Apostolus. Brelhere, be we stabylle of 

thoght, wanhope put we away. 
Of mysbelefe that we be noght, for we may safly say 
He that mankynde oa roode boght fro dede rose the 

thrid day. 
We se the woundes in hym was wroghc, alle bloody 

yet were thay. 
Novenus Apostolus. He told us fyrsC he shuld be 

tayn and for man's syn shuld dy, 
Be ded and beryd under a stayn, and after ryse up 

bodely. 
Now is he quyk fro grafe gon, he cam and stode us 

And lete us se ilkon the woundes of his body. 
Decimus Apo^otua. Deth that is so kene Jesus over 

comen has, 
As he us told yit may we mene fro ded how he shuld 

pas; 
Jesus stode witnes betwene that withe him dwelland 

was, 
Alle his dyscypyls has hym sene safe oonly Thomas. 
Thomas. If that I prowde as pacok go my hart is 

fulle of care. 
If any sorow myght a man slo my hart in sonder it 

share. 
Mi life wyrkys me alle this wo, of blys I am fulle 

bare, 
Yit wold I nawthere freynde ne fo wyst how wo me 

ware. 
Jesus, my lyfe so good, ther none myght better be. 
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None wysere maD than bett«r food, Dor none kyndere 

then he. 
The Jue* have neiyd hU coro on rood, ntdyd with 

nales thre, 
And with a spere thay spylt his blood, greatt eorow it 

was to se. 
To se the stremes of blood rya welle more than doylle 

it was, 
Sich great payn for mans syn siobe doyllefnlle d«<l he 

has, 
I have Ijfid wiUioutten wyn sen be to ded can paa. 
For be was fare of cheke and cbyn, for doytle of ded 



Hie pergit ad disdplos. 
Myghty God for to dysciyfe that never dyed, ne 

shall e, 
Wo and xroodreth from you dryfe, that ye not thecio 

falle. 
Petrtis. He the save with woundes fyfe his soa Jesus 

to calle. 
That rose from detb to lyfe, and shewyd hym tille us 

alls. 
Thomas. Whaonow, Peto-, art thou mad ? Ga lyfe 

who was hym lyke I 
For hb dethe 1 am not glad, for sorow my hsrt wille 

breke, 
That with the Jues he was so stad, to ded tbsy can 

hym wreke, 
Thou hym forsoke so was thou rad when they to the 

can speke. 
Pavhts. Let be, Isyf bfotbere Thomas, aad iuras 

tbi tboght belyfe, 
For the thryd day Jesut rose flefibly fro ded bo lyfe ; 
Tille us alle he cam a pase and shewyd his woundes 

fyfe, 
And lyfyng man, and etten base honey tAkya of a 

hyfe. 
Thomaa. Let be for shame, apartlyl fantam dyi- 

savys the, 
Ye saghe bym not bodely, his go«t it oiyghte veUe 

be; 
For to glad youre hartes sory in youre adversyte. 
He luffyd us welle and faythfully, therfor sloes sorow 

me. 
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Terdvt ApoOohis, then wotc, ITiomas, and aothe 

it was, and oft has ttou hard lay, 
How a fjnhe ewalod Jonas, itSae daye§ therin he \s.y, 
Yit gaf God hym myghte to pas, whyk man to wyn 

away, 
Myghte not God that eiche mygfat has rase his son 

apon the thiyd day ? 
TTwmas. Man, if thou can understand, Ccyst saide 

his self mynnys me, 
That aUe lolcyn was in his hande, alle oone was Grod 

and he, 
T^ son wax marke, atte men seeod, when he died on 

the tre, 
Theifor am 1 fuUe sore dredand that who myght his 

boole be. 
Quarhu Apostohu. The Holy Gost in Marye light, 

and in fair madynhede 
Goddes son she helde and dight, md cled hym in 

manhede ; 
For luf he wentt as he had hight to fight withoutten 

drede, 
IVben be had termynd that 6^t fae skypt ontt of bis 

wede. 
Thomas. If be skypt out of his dethyng yit thoD 

granntes his eors was ded. 
It was his cors that maide shewyng unto yon in bis 

Med, 
Forto trow in youre carpyng my hart is hery as led, 
His dede me brynges in great mowmeyng and I wiUi- 

outten red. 
QmnAM Jpegtotue. The Gost went to helle a pase 

whik the cors lay slayn. 
And brogbt the sawles irom Satlianefi for whiche he 

BufBred payn ; 
He thryd day right be gase right tinto the cors 

agayu, 
Myghty God and man he rase, and theribr ar we fityn- 
'JTumtu. Alle sam to me ye flyte, youre resons test 

ye shawe, 
Bot telle me a skylle perfyte any of you on raw; 
When Cryst cam you to vysyte as ye telle me withe 

saw, 
A whyk man from a spyryte wherby couthe ye hym 

knaw. 
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Sexba Apoitobu. Tbonui, imto the mnooe berto ao- 

swere I wille, 
Man has botbe fleshe and bone, hu, byde, and bore 

tboitilJe, 
SSche thvng has goost none, Tbomas, lo, here thi 

•kjde, 
Goddes son tdie of Mary fleih and bone, what nede 

were eU ther tille ? 
Thomas, lliou has answeid me fiiUe wde and fulle 

skylfully, 
Bot my hart is hard as stele to trow in sicbe mastiy ; 
Say bad he any of yon fele the woundes of his body. 
Flesh or bone or ilka dele to assay his body ? 
S^Hmm Jpotloba. Yis, Thomas, he bade us se 

and handille hym witbe hande. 
To loke wfaeder It were he, Jesoa, man lyfand. 
That dyed apon a tre, flesh and bone we fiiud. 
His woundes had bene pyte to towche that were ble- 

7%oma». Walowsy ! ye can no good, yoore resons 

ar defaced. 
Ye ar as women rad for blood and lightly eft solaced ; 
It was a goost before you stode lyke hym in blood 

betraced. 
His cors that dyed on rood for ever hath dethe em- 
braced. 
OeUtvus Apottolua. Certes, Thomas, grater care 

toyghte no synfull wight have 
Tlien she bad that wepyd so sare, the Mawdlyn at his 

grave, 
For sorow and doylle hir awne hare of hir hede she 

rent and rafe, 
Jesus shewid hym tille hir thare hir sorow of syn to 

safe. 
Thomaa. Lo, siche foly withe you is, wysemen that 

shuld be, 
That thns a woman's witnes trewys better then that 

ye Se! 
In aUe youre skylles more and les for mysfowndyng 

fayUe ye, 
Might I se Jesus gost and fleshe gropyng shuld not 

gab me. 
JSovenus Apostolus. Lefe TTiomas, flyte no more bot 

trow and tume thi red, 
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Or els say os when and whore Crist gabbyd in aaiy 

sted; 
For he s^de us when thou waa there, when he hym 

gaf in bred, 
That he shuld satfe alle onre tore quyk rysand &o 
ded. 
Thonuu. He was fulle sothfast in his sawes, that 
dar I htirtly say, 
And rightwys in alle his lawes whiis that he lyfvd ay, 
Bot sen he shuld thole hard thrawes on tre i^i^ that 

he lay, 
Dede has determyd his dayes ; hia Ij'fe noght trow I 
jnay. 
Decimu» jfpo^olus. Thyne hard hart thi saulle wjlle 
dwyrd, Thomas, bot if thou blyn, 
He has ded conquerd, and washen us alle fro syn ; 
May nawder knyfe Be awerde hym eft Co ded wyn^ 
Goddes myght m hym apperd mat never more shalle 
blyn. 
TAomas. "Diat God I trow ftiUe wele goostly to yo 
light, 
Bot bodely never a dele, Jesus that wounded wyght. 
My bffii: is hard as stele to trow in sicbe a mj^^ 
Bot if I that wounde myght fele that hym fflf Lon- 
geus the kny^t. 
P^rus. That wounde have we sene, Thomas, and 
so has mo then we, 
Withe Lucas and withe Cleophas he Welke a day jur- 

nee, 
Thare hartes that for hym sory was with prophecy 

comforted he, 
To Emeus castelle can thai pas, tliCT hostyld thay alle 

thre, 
Jesus, Goddes s«hi of heven, at sopere satt betweyn, 
liter bred he brake as even as it cutt had beyn. 
TAmntw. Nothyng that ye may neven his rysyng 
gars me weyn, 
If ye me told siche 8[t]evefl the more ye mygUt me 
teyn. 
Pauba. Thomas, brothere, tume thi tht^ht and 
trust that I say the, 
Jesus so dere has boght oure synnes apoa a tree, 
Whiche rysyng bathe broghte Adam and his meneyoe. 
Thomas. Let be youre fayr, shew it noght that h« 
efte quyk shuld be. 
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Tercitu Apostalus, That must thoa nedelynges trow 
if thou thi saulle wUle save, 
For that we saghe we dar arowe, Jesus rose quyk from 
grave. 
T^imias. I have you saide, and yit dos now, tbise 
wordes to wast ye have, 
He shewid byna not to you ; for mysfoundyng ye rafe. 
Quartus Apostotta. For we say that we have sene 
thou holds us wan than woode, 
Jesas lyfyng stod us betwene, oure lord that withe us 
yoide. 
TAomas. I say ye wote never what ye meoe, agoost 
hefore you stode, 
Ye wenyd that it had bene the cors that died on roode. 
Qjtintua Apostolus. The cors that dyed on tre was 
berid in a stone, 
The thnighe beside fande we, and in that grave cors 

was none, 
His sudary tliere myght we se^ and he thens wbik was 
gone. 
T^tmas. Noght, bot stolne is he withe Jues that 

hym have slone. 
Sextus Apottolus. Certes, Thomas, thou sais not 
right thay wold hym not stele, 
For thay gart kepe hym day and nyght with knyghtes 

that Siay hold l^e, . 
He rose has we have sene in sight fro alle the Jues 
fele. 
Thomas. I lefe not bot if I myght myself with hym 

dele. 
SejOimus Apostolus. He told us tythynges, Thomas, 
yit myhnys me. 
That as Jonas thre dayes was in a fyshe in the see. 
So shuld he be, and bene has, in erth by dayes thre^ 
Pas fi'o ded, ryse, and rase as he saide dooe has he. 
Thomaa. Certes, that worde I hard hym say, and 
so harde ye hym alle, 
Bot for nothyng trow I may that it so shuld befalle, 
Tliat he shuld ryse the thrid day that dnmke aselle 

and galle : 
Sen he was God and ded lay, from ded who myght 

hym calle ? 
. Octaxms Apostolus. The Fader that hym sent rasid 
. iijun that was. ded, . . 
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He comforthe m in mowrnyng lent and coifnseld us 

in red, 
He bad us trow with good intent his ry&yng in every 

sted, 
lliyQe absens gars thi sanllebe shent and makes the 
hevy as led. 
7'homas. Tbou says sothe, harde and hevy am I to 

traw that ye me say, 
Mi hardnea I trow skilfully, for he told us thus ay, 
That his Fader was ever hym by, for alle hot oon 

were thay ; 
That he. rose bodely for nothyng trow I may. 

Noveiau Jpostotm. May thou not trow withoutten 

mo, for sothe, that it was he ? 
Thomas wlierto shuld we say so ? then wenys thou 

fals we be. 
Thomas. I wote youre hartes was fulle wo and 

fownd with vanyte, 
If ye swere alle and ye were mo, I trow it not or that 

I se. 
Decimua Apoatolta. Thomas, of errowre thou blyn 

and tille us tume thi mode, 
Trow his rysyng by dayes threyn sen he died on the 

rode. 
Thomas. Noght bot I myght my fynger wyn in sted 

as nayle stode. 
And his syde my hande put in ther he shed his hart 

bloode. 
Jesus. Brethere alle, be with you peasse, leafFe 

stryfe that now is here, 
Thomas of thyn errowre seasse, of sothe witnes thou 

here; 
Putt thi hande in my syde, no fres, ther Longeus put 

his apere, 
Loke my rysyng be no les, let no wan-hope the dere. 
Thomat. Mercy, Jesus, rew on me, my hande is 

blody of thi nlode, 
Mercy, Jesus, for I se thi myght that I not under- 

stode, 
Mercy, Jesus, I pray the, that for alle synfuUe died 

on rotfde, 
Mercy, Jesus, of mercy fre, for thi goodnes that is lo 

goode. 
Kest away my staf wtlle I and withe no wepyn gang, 
Mcrey wille 1 calje and cry, Jesus that on roodt naiif , 
t2 
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Kew OD me, byng of mere;, let me not cry thus lan^ ' 
Mercy, for the velany thou tholyd on Juea withe 

wrane. 
My hat wtlle I kest away, my mantUle Gone onotie, 
Unto the poore help it may for richere koawe I noae, ' 
Mercy wiUe I abyde and pray to the Jesue, alone. 
My synfulle dede I rew ay, to the make I my wone. 
Mercy, Jesus, lord swete, for thi fyfe woundes so sore, 
Thou sufired tbrughe handes aud feete, tlii semely side 

a spere it shi^e, 
Mercy, Jesus, lord, yit, for thi moder that the bare, 
Mercy, for the teres thou ^ete when thou raeyd La- 

zare. 
My gyrdille gay and purs of silk and cote away thou 

shalle, 
Whils I am werere of Bwylke, the longere mercy may 

Icalle, 
Jesus, that soke the madyn's mylk, ware noght bot 

clothes of palle, 
Thi close so can tliay fro the pyke on roode tbay left 

the smalle. 
Mercy, Jesus, honoure of man, mercy, Jesus, man's 

socoure, 
Mercy, Jesus, rew thi leman, man's saulle, thou boght 

fulle soure, 
Mercy, Jesus, that may and can forgif syn and be so- 
coure, 
Merey, Jesus, as thou us wan forgif and gif thi man 
honoure. 
Jesua. None myght bryng the in that wytt for oght 
that thay my^t say. 
To trow that 1 myght flytt fro ded to lyfe to wyn 

away. 
My saulle and my cors have knytt a knott that last 

shalle ay. 
Thus shalle I rase, welle thon wytt, ilk man on domes- ' 

day J 
Who so hath not trowid right to helle I shalle theym 

lede, 
Ther ever more is dark as nyght and greatt paynes to 

drede. 
These diat trow in my myght and luf welle almus 

dede, 
Thay shalle ^yne as son' brighte, find heven hare to 
thare mede. 
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THOMAS INDIf. 



That h\ja, Thomas, I the hete that is in heven cytee, 
For I se the sore grete, of the I have pytee, 
Thomas, for thi teres wete thi ayn forgiffen be, 
Thus shalle syafulle thare syimes bete that sore have 

grefyd me ; 
Tliomas, for thou felys me and my woundes bare, 
Mi rysyng is trowed in the, and so was it not are, 
Alle tt^t it troves and not se, and dos after my lare, 
Ever Iriiflsid mot ihay be, and heven be theym yare. 

EZFLK3T 1-BOIUI miM, 
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AgCBNCtO OOMtNt. 



. T%mag. Brethere alle, that now here bene, 
Furgett my lorde jit may I noght j 
I wote not what it may mene, 
Bot more I weyn there wille be wroght. 

Johaimea jlpoatoha. My lord Jesus wille wyrk his 
wllle, 
Fleatt we never agans his tfaoght, 
For us be wyrkes as it is skylle, 
His hand-warke that he has wroght. 

Siftaon. Apoa his wordes wille I ryst 
That he his self saide us intille, 
As stedfastly on hym to tryst, 
Mystrust we never for good ne ille. 

Petrus. In heven and erthe his myght may be, 
His wytt and his wille also, 
The Holy Gost, brethete ment he, 
Thus wille he never fro us go. 
Fourty dayes now drawes nere 
Sen his resurreccyon complete 
Afore that wille he appere, 
Thus sodanly not lefe us yett ; 
In Bethany here let us abyde, 
We knaw not yit what may befalle, 
Peraventur it may betyde, 
. He shalle fulle welle comforthe us alle. 

Jesus, Peasse now my dete freyndys, 
Peasse be with you ever and ay, 
For it alle wranges amendys, 
Peasse brethere, sam, I say. 
Brethere, in hartes be nothyng hevy 
What tyme that I from you am gone, 
I must go from you sone, in hy, 
Bot never the less make ye no mone. 
For I shalle send to you anone 
TTie Holy Gost, to comforthe you, 
You to wyshe in every wone 
I shalle you telle wbat-wyse and bow ; 
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It shalbe for youre prow 

That I thus-gatea shsUe do, 

It has been atude or now 

My Fader must I to. 

Withe him must I abyde and dwelle, 

For so it is his wille, 

For youre comforthe thus I you telle, 

Be ye stedfast for good or ille ; 

Abide me here right on this hjlle 

To that I com to you agane. 

This forwarde mutt I nedes fulfille, 

I wilie ne longer from you lane •; 

And tbetfor loke that ye be bayn. 

And also trew and stedfast, 

For who soever you oght frayn 

Wien that I am past. 

Hie recedit. 
Petrus. FuUe bevy in hart now may we be 
That we our master salte forgo, 
Bot never the les yit saide he 
He wold not dwelle fulle lang us fro, 
What wonder is if we be wo, 
Thus sodanly shalle onre master mys, 
And masters on lyfe have we no mo 
That in this warld shuld us wys. 
He wille pas furthe to blys, 
And leyfe us here behynde. 
No mervelle now it is 
If we mowme now in our mynde. 

Andreas. In oure mynde mowme we may, 
As men that mas^d ar and mad. 
And yet also, it is no nay. 
We may be blythe and glad 
Because of tytnyngs that we had, 
That his self can us say, 
He bad be blythe and noght adrad, 
For he would not be long away. 
Bot yit bothe nyeht and day 
Oure bar tea may oe fuUe sore. 
As me thynke, by my fay, 
For wordes he sude lang ore. 

TTiomag. Lang ore he saide, fuUe openly. 
That he must nedes fro us twyn. 
And to bis Fader go in hy. 
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To joy of heven that never sfadle b^ ; 
Tberfor we mowme, botb more and myn, 
And mery also yit may we be, 
He bad us alle bothe outte and in 
Be glad and blyUie in icbe degre, 
And saide that com shuld he 
To comfortbe us kyndly, 
Bot yit hevy ar we 
To we hym se truly. 

Jacobus, With ee wuld we hym se, onre taveoure, 
Crist, Godde* eoo. 
That dyed apon a tre, yit trew I that we mon ; 
Now God graunt us tl^t boyn that withe his bloode 

us ho^t, 
To se hym in his throne as he maide alie of noght. 
His wille now has he wroght and gone from us away 
As he noght of us roght, aod therfor mowme we 
may. 
PhiUpput. We may mowme, no merrelle why, for 
we oure master ^us shalle mys. 
That shalle go fro us sodanly and we ne wote what 

cause is, 
Never the les the suthe is this, he saide that he shnid 

com agane 
To bryng us alle to blya, therof we may be fane. 
Hiat commyng wiUe us myche gane and oure saules 

alle save. 
And put us fro that payn that we were lyke to have. 
Jesus. Herkyns to me now, ever ichone, aad here 
what I wille say, 
For I must uedes fro you gone, for thus my Fader 

wille alway, 
And therfor peasse be with you ay where so ye dwelle 

in wone. 
And to save you fro alle tray my peasse be withe you 

blood and bone. 
I lefe it you bi oone and oone, noght as the wm-Id 

here dos. 
It shalbe true as any stone to defende you fro youre 

foos. 
Let not youre hartes be hevy, drede not for any kyns 

thyng. 
Ye have hard me say fulU playnly 1 go and to you 

am I commyng. 
If ye luf me, for-thi, ye sbuld be glad of this doyng, 
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For I go fuUe securly to my Fader, hevytu kyi^ ; 
The wniche, with out lesyng, is m^lle more then I, 
Theifor be ye this trowyi^ when alie is endid fully. 
Ye have bene of mysbilefe hard of harte aad also of 

wille. 
To theym that my rysyng caa prefe no credence wold 

ye gif theym tille, 
Mary Mawdlayn saide you tille that I wtB rysyn, bot 

ye ne wold 
Her trow for good or ille the tnitbe alle if she told. 
Siche borcnes m hartes ye hold, and usttedfast ye ar, 
Ye truwid no man of niold witnea of my rysyng that 

bare, 
Therfor ye shalle go tecbe in alle Uiis wu'ld so wrde, 
And to alle the people predie vbi> bi^tym wiUe 
abyde. 

And trowe truly 
My deth and rysyng. 
And also my upstevynyng, 
And also myn agane-commyng, 

Thay shalbe save suerly. 
And who trowys not this 
That now rehersyd is. 
He shalbe dampned, iwys. 

For wenjance and for wrdte. 
Tokyns, for sothe, shalle bene 
Of tnose that trowe, withoutten weyn, 
Devyk shalle tbay kest out cleyn ; , 

Attd wiui new tonges speke ; 
Serpentes shalle tliay put away. 
And venym drynk bi nyght and day, 
Shalle not noy theym as I say. 

And where thay lay on handes 
Of seke men far and nere 
Thay slialbe hole withoutten dere 
Of ^e sekenes and eorowea sere, 

Ever ia alkyn landes. 
And therfor now I byd that ye 
Go not from Jerosolyme, 
Bot abide the behest of my Fader fre 

In land ay whore 
'Diat ye have hard here of me ; 
For John B^tist, dere in degre, 
In water forsoth baptysid me 
Now here before. 
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And ye eertan, in eveiy coste 
Shalle baptise in the Holy Goost, 
Thrng vertue of hym that is the moost 

Lord God of mygbt, 
Within few dayes now folowyng. 
And herof mervelle ye nolhyng, 
For this shalbe his awne wyrkyng, 

Shewyd in youre sight. 

Et recedit ab eia, 

Petrm. Farlee may we fownde and fare 
For myssyng of oure master Jesus, 
Oure hartes may syghe and be fulle sare 
Thise Jues with wreke thay waten us ; 
Us to tray and teyn 
Ar thay uwwte bi nyght and day, 
For Jesus that is so seldom sene, 
As masid men mowme we may. 

Andreas. Mowmyng makys us masid and inad, 
As men that lyfFin drede, 
Fulle comforlhles ar we stad 
For myssyngof hym that shuld us lede. 

Jaeobua. Thise Jues that folow thare faythles wille, 
And demed our master to be ded 
With mayn and mode they wold hym spille, 
If they wist how in towne or sted. 

Johamies. Let keep us fro thare carpyng kene. 
And com hot lytyl in thare eight, 
Oure master wille com when we leest weyn. 
He wille us rewle and red fulle right. 

Tliomas. Of this carpyng now no more, 
It drawes nyghe the tyme of day, 
At oure meete I wold we wore. 
He sende us socowre that best may. 

Maria. Socowre sone he wille you sende. 
If ye truly in hym wilie traw ; 
Youre mone mekely wille he amende, 
My brethere dere, this may ye knaw. 
llie hestys hyghly that he me hight 
He has fulBlled in worde and dede, 
He gabbyd never bi day nor nyght, 
For-thi, dere brethere, have ho drede. 

Matheeua. Certes, lady, thou sayes fuUe wele. 
He wille us amende, for so he may, 
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Vfe have for sothe ever ilka dele 
Alle that ever we hard him say. 

Jesus. Peter, and ye mj derlynges dere, 
As masid men me thynk ye ar, 
Holly to you I have shewyd here 
To liryng youre hartys from care ; 
la care youre hartcs are cast. 
And in youre trowthe not trew. 
In hardnes youre hartea ar fast, 
As men that no wytt knew. 
Seade was I for youre sake fro my Fader dere 
Fleshe and blode to take of a madyn so clere, 
Sythen to me ye eoght and holly followid me, 
Of wonders that I have wroght som have I letten you 

se. " 
The dombe, the blynde as any stone, 
I helyd ther I cam by. 
The dede I rasid anone, 
Thnighe my myght truly. 
And othere warkea, that wonderfulle wor, 
I wroght wiBely befor you alle, 
My payn, my passion, I told before. 
Holly tbrug outt as it shuld falle, 
Mi rysyng on the thryd day, 
As ye bi tokyns many oone have sene, 
Youre trouth truly liad bene away 
Had not my blissid moder bene ; 
In hir it restyd alle this tyde, 
Youre dedes ye ow greatly to shame, 
Here may ye se my woundes wyde, 
How that I boght you out of bltmie. 
Bot, Johne, thynk when I bang on rud 
lliat I betoke the Mary mylde, 
Kepe her yit with stabulle mode, 
She is thi moder and tliou hir childe ; 
Ix)ke thou hir luf, and he hir freynde, 
And abide withe hir in welle and wo. 
For to my Fader now wille I weynde, 
Thar none of you ask wheder I. go. 

PhU^pus. Lord if it be thi wiUe, 
Shew us thi Fader we the pray, 
We have bene withe the in good and ille, 
And aaghe hym never nyght ne day. 

Jesus. Philipp, that man that may se me 
He seys my Fader fulle of myght. 
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Trowys thou not he dwellya in me 

And I in hym if thou trow ri^te ? 

Id his bowse ar dyrerse place, 

I go to ordan for you now, 

Ye shalle alle be lulfiUyd withe gcaoc, 

The Holy Goost I shule send you ; 

He shalle you in your hartyg wyse 

In worde and dede, as I you say, 

Withe alJe my hart I you blys ; 

My moder, my brethere, have now good day. 

Tmc vadit ad aaceadendvm. 
Fader of heven, with good intent, 
I pray the here me Epecyally, 
From heven tille erthe thou me sent 
Thi name to precbe and ckryfy, 
Thy wille have I done, alle and Bmn, 
In erthe wille I no longere be, 
Opvn the clowdes, for nowj com 
In joy and blys to dwelle with the. 

Et tie atixndit, cantantffmt angeKs ** Ascendo ad 



Prmus Jngdvs. Ye men of Galylee, 
Wherfor mervelle ye ? 
Hevyn behold and se 

How Jesus up can weynde 
Unto his Fader fre. 
Where he syttes in majeste, 
Withe hym ^ for to be 

In blys withoutten ende. 
And as ye sagne hym sty 
Into heven on hy, 
In fleshe and felle in his body 

From erthe now here, 
Right so shalle he, securly, 
Com downe agane truly, 
With his woundys blody. 

To deme you alle in fere. 
Secuadus Angelas. Mervelle have no wight. 
Nor wonder of this sighte. 
For it is thrughe his myght. 

That oUe tWng may ; 
What BO he wille by wy or nyghte. 
In helle, medylle-erthe, and on hight, 
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Or yit in da-knes or in lighte, 

Witheoutten any nay, 
For he is God alle-weldand, 
Heven and belle, bothe se and sand, 
Wod and water, fowlle, fyshe and lond^ 

Alle at bis wille ; 
He baldea alle tbyng in his hand 
That in thb warld is lyfaud, 
Then nedes ye noghte be mervellandi 

And for this skylle, 
Right as he from you did weyade 
So com agane be sballe, 
In the same manere at last ende, 
To deme both greatt and smalle. 

Sectmdua Angeius. Who so his byddyng wille obey, 
And thare mys amende. 
Withe hym shalle have blys on by. 
And won ther withoutten ende ; 
And who that wyrk amys. 
And theym amende wille never, 
Shalle never com in heven blys, 
Bot to helle banyshid for ever. 

Maria, A selcouthe sight yonder now is, 
Behold now, I you pray, 
A clowde has borne my chylde to blys, 
Mi blyssyng bere he ever and ay ; 
Bot, son, thynk on thl moder dere, 
That thou has la(t- emanges thi foes, 
Swete son, let me not dwelle here, 
Let me go withe the where thou goes. 
Bot, Johne, on the is alle my trast, 
X pray the forsake me noght. 

JiAamies. Lefe Mary, be noght abast, 
For thi wiUe shalle ay be wroent, 
Here may we ee and fulle weJIe knaw 
That he is God most of myght, 
In hym is good we traw. 
Holly to serve hym day and nyght. 

Petms. A mervellous sight is yone. 
That he thus gone is taken us fro. 
Fro his fomen is he gone 
Withe outten help of othere mo. 

Mathteus. Where is Jesus, oure master dere. 
That here withe us spake right now? 
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Jacobus. A wonderfuUe sighte, men, se here. 
My brethere dere, how thyjik you ? 
ITionuM. We thynk it wonder alle, 
That oure master shuld thus go, 
After his help I red we calle, 
That we may have som tokyn hym fro. 

Barthoionurus. A more mervelle men never saw 
Then now is sene us here emang, 
From ertlie title heven a man be draw 
Withe myrthe of angelle sang ; 
From us, me thynk, he is fulle lang. 
And yit longere I trow he wille, 
Alas I my hart it is so strong 
That I ne may now wepe my fiUe 

A none; 
A wonder sight it was to se 
When be stevyud up so sodanly 
To bis Fader in majestic, 
By his self alone. 
Mai^auB. Alon, for sothe, up he wentt into Beven 
tiUe his Fader, 
And no man wyst what he ment, nor how he dyd of 

no manere. 
So sodanly he was up hent in fleshe and felle fro erthe 

up here, 
He saide his Fader for hym sent, that miude us alle 
to be in dwere 
This nyght ; 
Never the les fuIIe welle wote we 
As that he wUle so must it be, 
For alle thyng is in his pauste, 
And that is right. 
Maria. Alle myghty God, how may this be ? 
A clowde has borne my childe to blys, 
Now hot that I wote wheder is he. 
My hart wold breke, welle wote I this. 
His stevynyng up to blys in by, 
It is the fourt of alle my joyes. 
Mi blyssyng, bame, light on thi body. 
Let never thi moder be spylt with Jues. 
Take me to the, my son so heynd, 
And let me never withe Jues be lome. 
Help, for my son luf, Johne, son kynde, , 
For ferde that I with Jues be tome ; 
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Mi fleshe it qwakes as lefe on lynde, 
To shontt the ehowres eharper than thorne, 
Help me, JohnCj if thou be kynde, . 
Mv son myssvng makes me to mowrne. 

'johtamea. Youre servande, lady, he me maide, 
And bad me kepe you ay to qweme, 
Blythe were I lady, myght I the glad. 
And with my mygnte I shalle the yeme ; 
Therfor be ferd for no kyn thjng 
For oght that Jues wold do you to, 
I shalle be bayn at youre byddyng, 
As my lord bad, youre servande lo. 

Maria. Glad am I, Johue, whils I have the, 
More comforthe bot my son can I none crave, 
So covers thou my care and carpys unto me, 
Whils J the se ever am I safe. 
Was none, safe my son, ever more trusty to me, 
Therfor his grace salle never fro the go. 
He shalle the qwyte that died on a tre, 
Welle mendes thou my mode when I am in wo. 

Simon. Let hy us fro this hille and to the towne 
weynde. 
For fere of the Jues that spitus ar and prowde, 
Withe oure dere lady I red that we weynd, 
And pray tille her dere son here apon lowde ; 
To hir buxumly I red that we bende, 
Sya hir dere son fro us is gone in a clowde. 
And hertely in hast haylse we that heynde. 
To oure master is she moder, semely in shrowde. 
A, Maria, so mylde, the myssid we have, 
Was never madyn so menskfuUe here apon molde, 
As thou art and moder cleyne, bot this wold we crave 
If this were Jesus, thl son, that Judas has sold ; 
Shew us the sothe, us alle may it save. 
We pray the dere lady layn that thou nold, 
Bot spelle us oure spyryng, or els mon we rafe, 
Bot thou witterly us wyshe, so fayn wytte we wold. 

Maria, Peter, Andrew, Johne, and Jamys the 
gent, 
Symon, Jude, and Bartilmew the bold, 
And alle my brethere dere, that ar on this bent. 
Take tent to my taytle tille that I have told 
Of my dere son what I have mentt, 
That hens is hevyd to his awne hold ; 
He taught you the trouthe or he to heven went ; 
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He was born of my bosom as his self woM. 
He is God and roaii that sterynd into hcrcD, 
Preche thus to the pepylle that most ar in pricr, 
Sekes to thare sevyng, je apostilles aleven. 
To the Ju*8 of Jerusalem as joure way lyse, 
Say to the lyte, as I can here neTen, 
Telle the warkes of nty son warly and wyse, 
Byd theym be sted&st and lysten your steven, 
C^ els be thay dampned as men fiille of vyce. 
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FuUe darfe has bene oure deede, for-thi commen is 

oure care, 
This day to take oure mede, for nothyng may we 

spare. 
Alas, I harde that home that callys us to the dome, 
Alle that ever were borne thider behofys theym com ; 
May nathere lande ne se us fro this dome hide. 
For ferde fayn wold I Be, bot I must nedes abide ; 
Was, I stand great aghe to loke on that Justyce^ 
Ther may no man of laghe help with no quantyce. 
Vokettys ten or twelfe may none help at this nede, 
Bot ilk man for his self shalle aoswere for his dede. 
Alas, that I was borne, 
I se DOW me befome. 

That Lord with woundes fyfe ; 
How may I on hym loke. 
That falsly hym forsoke, 

When I led synfulle lyfe ? 
Terciua Malus. Alas, carefuUe catyfes may we 

ryse, 
Sore niay we wryng oiire harides and wepe, 
For cursid and sore covytvse 
Dampnyd be we in helle mile depe ; 
Wroght we never of Godes servyce, 
His comaundemetits wold we not kepe, 
Bot oft tymes maide we sacrifice 
To Sathanas when othere can slepe. 
Alas, now wakyns alle oure were, 
Oure Wykyd warkes can we not hide, 
Bot on oure bakes we must theym here, 
That wille us soroo on ilka syde. 
Oure dedys this day wille do us dere, 
Oure domys man here we must abide, 
And feyndes, that wille us felly fere, 
Thare pray to have us for thare pride. 
Brymly before us be thai btoght. 
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Oure dedes that shalle dam ug bidene ; 
Tliat eyre has harde, or harte thoght, 
That mowthe has spokyn, or ee sene, 
That foote has gone, or hande wroght, 
In any tyme that we may meae, 
Fulle dere this day now beee it boght. 
Alas, unbome then had I bene I 

Quariut Malm. Alas, I am forlome t a spytus blast 

here blawes, 
I harde welle bi yonde home, I wote wherto it 

drawes-; 
I wold I were unbome, alas I that this day dawes. 
Now mon be dampnyd this mome my warkys, my 

dedes, my sawes. 
Now bees my curstnes kyd, alas ! I may not layn 
AUe that ever I dyd, it bees put up fiille playn. 
That I wold feyn were hyd, ray synfulle wordes and 

vayn 
Fulle new now mon be rekynjd up to me agayn. 
Alas ! fayn wold I fie for dedes that I have done, 
Bot that may now not be, I must abyde my boyn, 
I trowed never to have sene this dredfulle day thus 

Goyn, 
Alas I what shalle I say when he sittes on his trone? 
To se his woundes bledande this is a dulfulle case, 
Alas I how shalle I stand or loke hym in the face, 
So curtes I hym fand that gaf me life so lang a 

space, 
Mi care ia alle command, alas ! where was my grace ? 
Alas I catyffes uokynde, where on was oure Uioght ? 
Alas I where on was oure mynde, so wykyd warkes 

we wroghte? 
To se how he was pynde, how dere oure luf he 

boght, 
Ahu 1 we were fullp blynde, now ar we wars then 

□oght. 
Alas I my covetyse, myn ylle wiUe, and myn ire. 
Mi neghbur to diapiae most was my desyre ; 
I demyd ever at my devyse, me thoght I had no 

peyre, 
A^th my self sore may I grise, now am quyt my hyre. 
Where I was wonte to go and have my wordes at 

wille, 
Now am I set fulle thro and fayn to hold me stille ; 
J went both to and fro, me thoght I did never ille. 
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1^ neghburs for to alo or hurt withoutten skille. 
Wo worthe ever the fader that gate me to be borne I 
That ei-er lie let me Btir bot that I bad bene fbrlome'; 
Warid be my moder, and warid be the morne 
That I was borne of hlr, alas, for shame and skome ! 
IVimiM Ang^us, oon gladio. Stand not togeder, 
parte in two, 
AUe sam shalle ye not be in blya, 
Dure lord of heven wille it be so, 
for man; of you has done amys ;. 
On his right hand ye good shalle go. 
The way to heven be shalle you wys ; 
Ye wkid saules ye weynd hym &o, 
On his left haade as none of his. 

Jesus. The tyme is commen, I wille make ende. 
My Fader of heven wille it so be, 
Therfor tiUe erthe now wille I weynde. 
My selfe to sytt in miyestie ; 
To dele my dome I wille discende. 
This body wille I bere with me. 
How it was dight man's mys to amende 
Alte man's kynde ther shaUe it se. 
Primus IkemoR, Oute, hero, out, out I faarkyn to 
this home, 
I was never in dowte or now at this morne, 
So sturdy a showte sen that I was borne 
Hard I never here abowte, in emeste ne in skorne, 

A wonder ; 
I was bonde ftille fast 
In yrens for to last, 
Bot my bandes thai brast 

And slioke alle in sonder. 
Seeurtdua-Dtenum, I shoterde and shoke, I herd 
siche a rerd. 
When I harde it I qwoke fer alle that I lerd, 
Bot to swere on a boke I durst not aperd, 
I durst not loke for alle medille-erd 

Fulle paylie ; 
Bot gymed and gnast. 
My force did I frast, 
Bot I wroghte alle wast, 

It myghte not avaytle. 
Pnmm Dtemoit. It was like to a trumpe, it had sich 
a sownde, 
I felle on a himpe for ferd that I swonde. 
OS 
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Sectmdus DtBmon. There I stode on my stnmpe I 
stakerd that stownde, 
There chachid 1 tlie cnimpe, yit held I my grounde 

Halfe nome. 
. Primus Damon. Make redy oure gere, 
We ar like to have were, 
For now dar I swere 

That domysday is comme ; 
For alle oure saules ar wente and none ar in helle. 
Secwidus DtEmon. Bot we go we ar shente, let us 
not dwelle, 
It ^ttes you to tente in this mater to melle. 
As a pere in a parlamente what case so befelle ; 

It is nedefulle 
That ye tente to youre awne, 
What draght bo be drawne, 
If the courte be knawen 

TTie juge is right dredfulle. 
Primus Damon. For to stande thus tome thou gars 

me grete. 
Sectmdus Deemon. JjrI us go to this dome up Watlyn 

Strete. 
Primia Damon. I had lever go to Rome; yai 
thryse, on my fete, 
Then forto grefe yonde grome, or with hym for to 
mete ; 

For wysely 
He spekys on trete, 
His paustee is grete, 
Bot begyn he to threte 

He lokes fuUe grisly. 
Bot fast take oure rentals, hy, let us go hence ! 
For as this fals the great sentence. 
Secundus Damon. Thai ar here in my dais, fast 
stand we to fence, 
Agans thiae dampnyd saules without repentence, 
And just. 
Primus Damon. How so the gam crokys, 
Examyn oure bokys. 
Secundta Damon. Here is a bag fulte, lokys, 
Of pride and of lust. 
Of wraggers and wrears, a bag fulle of brefes, 
Of carpars and cryars, of mycherB and thefes, 
Of lurdans and lyars that no man left's. 
Of flytars, of flyars, and renderars otrefFys, 
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This can I, 
Of alkyn astates 
That go bi the gatys. 
Of poore pride, that God hates, 
Twenty so many. 
i^mus Dismon. Peasse, I pray the, be stUIe, I 
lagb^ that I kynke, 
Is oghte ire in thi biUe and thea shalle thou dr3mke ? 
SeamAa Damon. Sir, so mekilte ille wille that 
thay wold synke 
Thare foes in a fyere stille ; bot not alle th^ I thynke 

Sar I say, 
Bot before hym he prase hym, 
Behynde he mys>sase hym, 
Thus dowbille he niase hym. 
Thus do thai today. 
Primus Damon. Has thou oght writen there of the 

femynyn gender ? 
Seciauba D<eman. Yei, mo then I may here of 
rolies forto render ; 
Thai ar sharp as a spere if thai seme bot ilender, 
Thai ar ever in were if thai be tender, 

YUe fetyld ; 
She that is most meke, 
When she sewys fulle seke, 
She can raise up a reke 

If she be welle netyld. 
Primus Damon. Thou art the best hyne that ever 

cam besyde us. 
Secundua Damon. Yei bot go we, master myne, yet 
wold I we hyde us, 
Thai have blowen Jang syne, thai wilie not abide us, 
We may lighthy tyne, and then wille ye chide us 
Togeder. 
Primus Damon. Make redy oure tolys. 
For we dele with no folya. 
Secundua Damon. ^, alle clerkys of oure scolyi 
Abowne furthe theder ; 
Bot, sir, I telle you before had domyiday o^t tarid 
We must have biggid helle more, the world is so 
warid. 
Primug Damon. Now gett we dowl»lle store of 
bodyi myscarid 
To the soules where thai wive, bothe sam to be 
harrid. 

u3 
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Sectmdus Damon. Thise rolles 
Ar of bakbytars, 
And fals quest-dytare, 
I had no help of writars 

But thise two dalles ; 
Faithe and trowthe, mat&y, have no fete to stande, 
■ The poore pepylle must pay if oght be in hande, 
Th« drede of God is away and lawe out of lande. 
iVimtw I>amon. By that wist I that domysday was 
at hande 

In sesoD. 
Secundut Ikemon. Sir, it is soide in old sawea 
llie loQgere that day dawes. 
Wars pepille wan lawes. 

Primut Damon, I laghe at thi reson ; 
Alle this was token domysday to drede, 
Fulle oft was it spokyn, fuile few take hede, 
Bot now shalle we be wrokyn of thare falshede. 
For now bese unlokyn many dern dede 

In ire ; 
Alle thare synnes shalle be knowen, 
Otfaere men s, then thare owne. 
Sectmdus Damon. Bot if this dragbt be welle 
drawen 

Don is In the myre. 
TWri/ftw. Whi spyr ye not syr no questyons ? 
I am oone of youre order and oone of your sons j 
I stande at my tristur when othere men shonee. 

Pritma Damon. Now thou art myn awne querestur, 
I wote where thou wonnes ; 
Do telle me. 
3WitnA». I was youre cbefe ttJlare, 
And sithen conrte roilar, 
Now am I master Lollar, 

And of sich men I melle me ; 
I have broght to youre lumde of sanies, dar I say, 
Mo than ten thowsand in an howre of a day ; 
Som at aylle-howse I fan.de, and som of ferray, 
Som cnrsld, som bande, som yei som nay ; 

So many 
Thus broght I on blure. 
Thus dya I my cure. 
Primas Damon. Thou art the best sawgeonre 
Utat ever had 1 any. 
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TiOivilhu. Here a rolle of ragman of the rawode 
tabille, 
Of brefies id my bag, man, of synnea dampnabille, 
Unethes may I wag, man, for wery in youre stabille 
Whils X »et my stag, man. 
SecKodus iMmott. Abide, ye ar abille 

To take wage ; 
Thow can of cowrte mew, 
Bot lay downe the dewe 
For thou wille be a shrew, 

Be thou com at age. 
TuHviUuB. Here I be gesse of many nyce hoket, 
Of care and of curstnes, bethyng and hoket, 
Gay gere and witles, his hode set on koket, 
As prowde as peuiyles, hia slefe has do poket, 

FuUe redles ; 
With thare hemmyd shoyn, 
Alle this must be done, 
Bot fyre is out at hye ooyne 

And hie bames bredeles. 
A honie and a duch ax, his slefe must be ilekyt, 
A syde hede and a fare fax, bis gowne must be 

spekytt, 
Tlius toke I youre tax, thus ar my bokys blekyt. 
Priauu Dataon. Thou art best on thi wax that ever 
was clekyt, 

Or knowen ; 
Wth wordes wille thou fille us, 
Bot telle thi name tille us. 

TidivUtttt. Mi name is Tutivillus* 
My borne is blawen ; 
fVagmina verborum Tutivillus colligit horum, 
Belzabub algorum, Belial belium doliorum. 
Seamdus Damon. What, I se thou can of gramory 
and som what of arte ; 
Had I bot a peuDv on the wotd I warte. 
Tutiviiim. Of lemelJyB a quiutite here fynde I 

parte. 
Pritmu Dcemon. Tutivillus, let se, Godes forbot 

thou sparte ! 
'TuHmUut. Sojoly, 
Ilka las in a lande 
Like a lady nere haude, 
So fresbe and so plesande. 

Makes men to foly. 
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If she be never so fowlle a dowde, with hir kelles and 

hir pynnes, 
The sbrew hir self can shrowde, both hir chekys and 

hir chynnes, 
She can make it fulle prowde with j^>es and with 

gynnes, 
Hir hede as hy as a clowde, bot no shame of hir 



When she is thus paynt. 
She makes it so quaynte. 
She lokes like a sajnt, 

And wars then the dejle. 

She is homyd like a kowe fon syn. 

The cuker hynges so side now, furrid with a cat 

skyn, 
Alle tluse ar for you, thay ar conunen of youre kyn. 
Seamdus Deemon. Now, the best body art thou 

that ever cam here in. - 
TutiviUus. An usage, 

Swilk dar I undertake. 
Makes theym breke thare wedlake, 
And lif in syn for hir sake. 

And breke thare awne apowsage. 
Yet a poynt have I fon, I telle you before, 
That fals swerers shalle hider com mo than a thowsand 

akore ; 
In sweryng thai grefe Godes son, and pyne hym more 

and more, 
Therfor mon thai with us won in belle for ever more. 

I say thus. 
That lasers of the fals tax, 
And gederars of greyn wax, 
IM^b^us edt mendax 

Et pater ejus. 
Yit a poynte of the new gett to telle wiUe I not blyn. 
Of prankyd gownes and shulders up set, mos and 

flokkes sewyd wyth in, 
To use sich gise thai wille not let, thai say it is no syn, 
Bot on sich pilus I me set and clap thaym cfaeke an^ 

chyn. 

No nay. 
David in his sawtere says thus 
That to helle shalle thay trus, 
Cum suis adinveniionibus. 
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For onys and for ay. 
Yit of thise kyrkchaterars here ar a metiee, 
Of barganars and okerars and lufars of svmonee, 
Of runlcere and rowners, God caetes maym out, 

tnilee, 
From his temple alle sich mysdoers, I each tbaym 
then to me 

Fulle soyn ; 
For writen I wote it is 
In the Gospelle, withoutten mys, 
Et earn fecistis 

Spelnncam latronum. 
Yit of the synnea seven som thyng specialle 
Now nately to neven, that ronnys over alle, 
Thise laddes thai leven as lordes rialte. 
At ee to be even picturde yn palle 

As kynges ; 
May he dug hym a doket, 
A kodpese like a pokelt, 
Hym thynk il no hokel 

His taylle when he wryngea. 
His luddokkys thai lowke like walk-mylne clogges. 
His hede is Hke a stowke, hurlyd as hogges, 
A welle blawen bowke thise fryggea as frogges, 
This jelian jowke dryiys he no dogges 

To felter, 
Bot with youre yolow lokkys, 
For alle youre many mokkes. 
Ye shalle clym on helle crokkys 

With a halpeny heltere. 
And Nelle with hir nyfyls of crisp and of aylke. 
Tent welle youre twyfyls your nek abowte as mylke ; 
With youre bendys and youre bridyb of Sathan the 

whilke, 
Sir Sathanas idyls you for tha ilke 

This gille knave, 
It is open behynde. 
Before is it pynde, 
Bewar of the west wynde 

Youre amok lest it wafe. 
Of ire and of envy fynde I herto, 
Of covetyse and glotony and many other mOi 
Thai caUe and thai cry " go we now, go, 
I dy nere for dry," and ther syt thai so . , 

Alle nyghte, 
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With hawrelle and jawvelle, 
Syngyng of lawvelle, 
Inise ar howndes of helle. 

That is thare right. 
In slewthe then thiu syn, Goddes warkes thai not 

wyrke, 
To beike thai begyn and spew that is irke, 
His hede must be holdj-n rfier ia the mvrke, 
Then defies hym with dyn the bellys of the kyrke- 

When thai clatter ; 
He wishys the clerke hanged 
For that he rang it, 
Bot tbar hym not lang it, 

What commys ther alter. 
And ye Janettes of the stewys ; and lyehoures on 

lofte 
Your bailie now brewys, avowtrees fulle ofte, 
Youre gam now grewys, I shalle yoa set sofbe. 
Your sorow enewes, com to my crofte 

Alleyej 
Alle harlottes and horres. 
And bawdes that procures, 
To bryng thaym to lures, 

Welcom to my see. 
Ye lurdans and lyars, mychers and thefes, 
Flytars and flyars that alle men reprefes, 
Spolars, extorcyonars, welcom, my lefes I 
Fals jurors and usurars to symony that devys. 

To telle, 
Hasardars and dysars, 
Fals dedes forgars, ' 
Sanderars, bakbytars, 

Alle unto helle. 
PrimuB Damon. When I harde many swilke, many 
spytus and felle, 
And few good of ilke I had mervelle, 
I trowid it drew nere the prik. 

Sectouba Damon. Sir, a worde of counseQe ; 

Saules cam so thyk now late unto helle 

As ever, 
Oure porter at helle gate 
Is halden so strate, 
Up erly and downe late, 
He rystys never. 
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Primus Damon. Thou art pereles of tho that ever 
yit knew I, 
When I wille may I go if thou be by ; 
Go we now, we two. 

Secundus Damon. Sir, I am redy. 

Primus Damon, Take oure roUes aiao, ye knaue 
the cause why. 
Do com 
And tent welle this day. 

Seaauhta Damon. Sir, as welle as I may. 

Primus Damon. Qui vero mala 

Sectmdua Damon, In ignem ictemum. 

Jesus. Ilka creatonre take teate 
What bodwarde I shalle you bryng, 
ThiB wykyd warld away is wente, 
And I am commen as crownyd kyng, 
Mi fader of heven has me downe sent, 
To deme youre dedes and make eodyng, 
Commen is the day of Jugemente, 
Of sorrow may every symulle syng. 
The day is commen of catyfnes, 
Alle those to care that ar uncleyn, 
The day of batelle and bittemes, 
Fulle long abiden has it beyn ; 
The day of drede to more and les, 
Of joy, of tremlyng and ofteyn, 
Ilka wight that wykyd is 
May say alas this day is seyn. 

Time expand mama tucu et odendit eis vulnera auoy 
Here may ye se my woundes wide 
That I Bufi&ed for youre mysdede, 
Thrughe harte, hede, fote, hande and syde, 
Not for my gilte bet for youre nede. 
Behald both bak, body, and syde. 
How dere I boght youre broder-hede, 
Thise bitter paynes I wold abide, 
To by you blys thus wold I blede. 
Mi body was skowrgid withoutten skille, 
Also ther fulle throly was I thrett. 
On crosse thai hang me on a hille, 
Bio and blody thus was I bett, 
With crowne of thome thrastyn fulle ille, 
A spere unto my harte thai sett. 
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Mi harte blode sparid thai not to ipitle, 
Man, for thi luf wold I not lett. 
The Jues spytt on me spitusly, 
Thai sparid me no more then a thefe, 
When thai me snwte I stud stilly, 
Agans thaym did I nokyns grefe i 
Beholde, mankynde, this iike am I, 
That for the su&ed aich myschefe, 
Thus was I dight for thi foJy, 
Man, loke thi luf was me fulle lefe. 
Thus was I dight thi sorow to slake, 
Man, thus behovid the bornd to be, 
In alle my wo tooke I no wrake, 
My wille it was for luf of the ; 
Man, for sorow aght the to qwake, 
This dredful day this sight to se, 
Alle this Buflred I for thi sake, 
Say, man, what suffred thou for me ? 

Tunc veriens se ad bonos, dicil illis. 
Mi blissid bames on my right hande, 
Youre dome this day thar ye not drede, 
Ytx alle youre joy \a now commande, 
Youre life in lykyng shsile ye Jede ; 
Commes to the kyngdom ay lastand. 
That you is dight for youre good dede, 
Fulle blithe may ye be there ye stand. 
For mekille in neven bees youre mede. 
When I was hungre ye me fed. 
To slek my thrist ye war iiille fre, 
When I was clothles ye me cled, 
Ye wold no sorowe on me se ; 
In hard priscm when I was sted 
On my penance ye had pyte, 
Fulle eeke when I was broght in bed 
Kyndly ye cam to comfortn me. 
When I was wille and weriest 
Ye harberd me fulle esely, 
Fulle glad then were ye of youre gest. 
Ye plenyd my poverte fulle pitusly ; 
Belife ye broght me of the best, 
And maide my bed there I shuld ly, 
Therfor in heven slialle be youre rest. 
In joy and blys to held me by. 
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Primus .Bonus. Lord, when had thou so mekille 
nede? 
Hungre or thrusty how myght it be ? 
Sectmdua Bonus. When was oure barte fre the to 
feede? 
In prison when myght we the se ? 

Tercita Bonus. When was thou seke or wantyd 
wede? 
To harbowre the when helpid we ? 

Quarttts Boaus. When had thou nede of oure for- 
dede? 
When did we alle this dede for the ? 

Jesua. Mi blissid barnea, I shalte you say 
What tyme this (lede was to me done, 
When any that nede had nyght or day, 
Askyd you help and had it sone ; 
Youre fre harte saide tbeym never nay, 
Erly ne late, myd-day ne noyn, 
As ofle-sithes as th(u wold pray, 
Thai thurte hot aske and have thare boyn. 

Tune dicet taalts. 
Ye cursid catyfs of Kames kyn. 
That never me comforthid ia my care, 
Now I and ye for ever shalle twyn. 
In doylle to dwelle for ever mare ; 
Youre bitter bayles shalle never blyn 
lliBt ye shall thole when ye com thare. 
Thus have ye servyd for youre syn, 
For derfe dedes ye have doyn are. 
When I had myster of mete and drynke, 
Catyfe, ye chaste me from youre yate, 
When ye were set as ayres on bynke 
I stode ther oute wery and wate, 
Yet none of you wold on me thynke. 
To have pite on my poore astate, 
Therfor to helle I shalle you synke, 
WeUe are ye worthy to go that gate. 
When I was seke and soryest 
Ye viset me noght, for I was poore, 
In prison fast when I was fest 
Wold none of you loke how I foore ; 
When I wist never where to rest 
With dyntes ye drofe me from youre doore, 
Bot ever to pride then were ye prest. 
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Mi flesh, mv bloode, ye oft for.swore. 
Clothlee, when that I was cold 
That nere hande for you yode 1 nakyd, 
Mi myschefe saghe ye many fokle. 
Was none of you »y sorow slakyd ; 
.Bot ever Jbrsoke me yong imd olde, 
llierfor shalle ye now be forsakyd. 

Prwuw Malm. Lorde, when had thou, that alle 
ha£, 
Hunger or thriste, sen thou (rod is ? 
When was that thou in prison was ? 
^Vhen was thou nakyd or bwberles ? 

S&Mifba Maba. When myght we see the seke, 
alas I 
And kyd the alle this unkyndnes ? 

Terciua Malvs. When was we let the helples pas ? 
When dyd we the this wikydnes ? 

Quarttts Malag. Alas, for doylle this day I 
Alas, that ever I it abode I 
Now am I dampned for ay. 
This dome may I not avoyde. 

Jesus. Catyfs, alas, ofte as it betyde 
That nedefulle oght askyd in my name. 
Ye hard them noght, youre eeres was hid, 
Youre help to thaym was not at hame ; 
To me was that unkyndnes kyd, 
Therfor ye here this bitter blame, 
To the lest of myne when ye oghte dyd> 
To me ye dyd the self and same. 

T^OK dicet bonis. 
Mi chosyn childer, comes to me. 
With me to dwelle now shalle ye weynde, 
Ther joy and blys ever shalle be, 
Youre life in lykyng for to leynde. 

Tunc dicet malit. 
Ye warid wightes, from me ye fle. 
In belle to dwelle withoutten ende, 
Tlier shalle ye noght hot sorow se. 
And sit hi ^thanas the feynde. 
Primus Dtemm. Do now go furthe, trus, go we 
hyne, 
Unto endles wo, ay-lastand pyne, 
Nay, tary not so, we get ado syne. 
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Seamdua Damon. Flyte hyder warde, ho, Harry 
Ruskyne, 

War oute I 
The meyn shidi* ye nebylle, 
And I EoaJle syng the trebille, 
A revant the deville 

Tille alle this hole rowie. 
Tutivillus. Youre lyfes ar loroe and commen U 
youre care, 
Ye may bao ye were horae the bodes you bare. 
And youre faders befome, so cursid ye ax. 

Primus Disnwn. Ye may wary the mofDe and day 
that ye ware 

Of youre moder 
First borne forto be. 
For the wo ye mon dre. 
Secunthu Damon. Ilkon of you moa se 
Sorow of oder ; 
Where is the gold ood the good that ye gederd 

togedir? 
The mery menee that yode hider and tbedir ? 
Tutivdlus. Gay gyrdyls, jaggid bode, prankyd 
gownes, whedir ? 
Have ye wit or ye wode ye broght not hider 

Bot sorowe, 
And your synnes in youre nekkys. 

Primus Damon. I beshrew thaym that rekkyg, 
He comes to late that bekkys 

Youre bodyes to borow. 
Secunthu Damon. Sir, I wold cut thaym a skawte 
and make theym be knawen, 
T^ay were sturdy and hawte, great boste have thai 

blawne, 
Youre pride and youre pransawte what wille it 

gawne? 
Ye tolde ilk man's defawte and forgate youre awne. 

TutiviUus. Moreover 

Thare neghburs thai demyd, 
Thaym sdf as it semyd, 
Bot now ar thai flemyd 

From sayntes to recover. 
Primui Damon, Thare neghburs thu towchid with 
wordes fiille ille, 
Tlie warst ay thai sowchid and had no skHle. 
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Stetmdui Damon. The peanys thai powchid and 
held thaym stille, 
The negons thai mowchid aad had no wiUe 

For hart fare, 
Bot riche and ille-dedy, 
Gederand and gredy, 
Sor napand and nedy 

Youre goc(ee forto spare. 
TuUviUus. For alle that ye spard and dyd 
extorcyon, 
For youre childer ye card, youre heyre and youre 

son 
Now is alle in oure ward, youre yeres ar ron, 
It is commen in vowgard youre oame malison. 

To bynde it ; 
Ye set bi no cursyng, 
Ne no siche smalle Uiyng. 
Primtu Damon. No, bot prase at the partyng. 
For now mon ye fynde it ; 
Youre leyfes and your females, ye brake youre 

wedloke, 
Telle me now what it vales alle that mery lake ? 
Se so faltly it felys. 

Secvndus Damon. Syr, I dar undertiJte 

lliai wille telle no tales, bot se so thai qwake 

For moton, 
He that to that gam gose. 
Now namely on old tose. 

TWvUhis. Hiou held up the lose 

Tliat had I forgotten. 
Primus Danum. Sir, I trow thai be dora som tyme 
were fuUe melland, 
Welle ye se how thai glom. 

SictmduM DtBmon. Thou art ay teUand, 

Now shalle thai have rom in pyk and tar ever 

dw^and, 
Of thare sorow no some, bot ay to be yelland 
In oure fostre, 
Tutivilha. By youre lefe may we mefe yon ? 
Primm Damon. Showe furthe, I shrew you. 
Sectaidm Damon. Yet tonyght shalle I shew yon 

A mese of ille ostre. 
Tutivillus. Of thise cursid forswome and alle that 
here leyndes. 
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Blaw, wolfes-hfide ^nd oute-horne, now namely my* 
freyndes. 
Primus Damon. lila haille were ye borne, youre 
awne shame you sheyndes 
That shalle ye fynde or to morne. 

Secundua Damon. Com now with feyndes 

To youre angre ; 
Youre dedes you dam. 
Com, go we now sam. 
It is commen youre gam, 

Com, tary no longer. 
Primus Bonus. We ]ov« die, Lord, in alkyn thyng, 
That for thyne awne has ordand thus, 
lliat we may have now oure dwsllyng 
In heven blis giffen tmto ns ; 
llierfor fulle boldly snay we syng 
On oure way as we trus. 
Make alle myrthe and lo»yng 
With Te, Deutn, laudsmuG. 
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Jetus. Commes now, brethere, and go withe me, 
We wUle pas furthe untUle Jude, 
To Betany wille we weyade 
To vvset Lazare that is oure freynde. 
Gladly I wold we with bym speke, 
I telle you sothely he is seke. 

Petrui. I red not tliat ye tbider go, 
The Jues holden you for thare fo ; 
I red ye com not in that stede 
For if ye do then be yedede. 

Johannes. Master, trist thou [not] on the Joe, 
For many day sen thou thaym Knewe, 
And last tyme that we were thore 
We wenyd tiUe have bene ded therfor. 

Thomas. When we were last in that contre 
Tliis othere day, bothe thou and we. 
We wenyd that thou ther shuld be slayn ; 
Wille thou now go thider agane ? 

Jesus. Herkyn, breder, and takys kepe, 
Lazare oure freynde is fallyn on slepe ; 
The way to hym now wille we take, 
To Btyr that knyght and gar hym wake. 

Petrus. Sir, me thynke it were the best 
To let hym slepe and take his rest ; 
And kepe that no man com hym hend. 
For if he slepe then mon he mend. 

Jesus. I say to you, withe outten faylle, 
No kepyng may tille hym availle, 
Ne slepe may stand hym in no stede, 
I say you sekerly he is dede j 
Therfor I say you now at last 
Leyfe this speche and go we fast. 

Thtymas. Sir, what so ever ye bid us do 
We assent us welle ther to ; 
I hope to God ye shalle not fynde 
None of us shalle leyfe bebynde, 
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For anjr parelle that may befatle 
Weynde we withe oure master alle. 

Martha. Help me. Lord, and gif me red, 
Lazare my broder dow is dede. 
That was to the both lefe and dere. 
He had not dyed had thou bene here. 

Jefus. Martha, Martha, thou may be fayn, 
llii brothere sh^e rise and lif agayn. 

Martha. Lord, I wote that he shalle rys« 
And com before the aoodi justyce ; 
For at the dredfulle day of dome 
There mon ye kepe hym at his come, 
To loke what dome ye wille hym gif; 
Then mon he ryse, then mon he lyf. 

Jeaa. I warne you, both man and wyfe, 
That I am ryayii^ that I am life ; 
And who so truly trowys in me, 
That I was ever and ay shaUe be, 
Oone thyug I shalle hym gif, 
Thoughe he be dede yit shalle he lif. 
Say thou woman trowys thou this ? 

Martha. Yee, for sothe, my lorde of blys, 
EUys were I greatly to mysprase, 
For alle is sothe-fast that thou says. 

Jeau. Go telle thi sister Mawdlayn, 
That I com ye may be fayn. 

Martha. Sister, lefe this sorowful ba&de, 
Oure lorde commys here at hand. 
And liis Apostyls with hym also. 

Maria. A, ior Godes luf let me go ; 
Blissid be he that send me grace. 
That I may se the in this place ; 
Lord, mekdle sorow may men se 
Of my sister here and me, 
We ar hevy as any lede. 
For oure brodw- that thus is dede. 
Had thou bene here and on hytQ sene, 
Dede for sothe had he not bene. 

Jetua. Hider to you commen we ar 
To make you comforthe of youre care, 
Bot loke no fayntyse ne no slawthe 
Bryng you oute of stedfsst trawthe, 
Then shalle I hold you that I saide ; 
Lo where have ye his body laide ? 
Maria. Lorde, if it be tni wille. 
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I hope be this he savers ille ; 
For it is now the fourth day gone 
Sen he was laide under yonde stone. 

JesuK. I told the right now ther thon stode 
That thi trawth shald ay be good, 
And if thou may that fblfille, 
Alle beei done right sA thi wilie. 

Et lacrimataa eat tftuuh dketu^ 
Fader, I pray the that thoa rase 
Lazare that was thi hyne, 
And bryng hym out of hie ntysese 
And out of helle pyne j 
When I the pray thoo says aUe wayae 
Mi wille is eiche as tbyne, 
Therfor wille we now eke his dayaey 
To me thou wille inclyne. 
Com furthe Lazare, taii stattd ns by. 
In erthe Ehalle thou no luigere ly ; 
Take and lowse hym fbote and haodcj 
And from his throte take the bende, 
And the sudary take hym fro, 
And alle that gere, and let hym go. 

Lazarus. Lorde^ that aHe tiiyag muda of noghf, 
Lovyng be to thee, 
That aich wonder here ha» wro^t^ 
Gretter may seae be ; 
When I was dede to helle I aoght. 
And thou, thrugbe tl» paustee, 
Rasid me up and theos me broght, 
Behold and ye may ae. 
There is none so styf on eted«^ 
Ne none so prowde in prese, 
Ke none so dughty in his ded«, 
Ne none so dere in deese, 
No kyng, no knyght, bo wight in wedt, 
From dede have maide bym m«>e, 
Ne fleshe he was wont to Cede 
It shalle be worUies raes«. 
Youre dede is vormes colce^ 
Youre myrroure here ye lok«. 
And let me be youre boke, 

Youre satnpille tak» by me ; 
Fro dede you cleke in cloke, 

Siche shalle ye alle be. 
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Ilkon ID BJche aray with dede thai shalle be digbte. 
And closid cold id clay, wheder he be kyog or 

knyght ; 
For alle his garmentes gay, that semely were in ugbt. 
His fleshe shalle frele away with maay a wofaTle 

wight. 
When wofully sich wygbtys 
ShaUe gnawe thise gay knyghtys, 
Thare hinges and thare lightys, 

Thare harte shalle trete in sonder, 
Thise masters most of myghtys 

Thus shalle thay be brog^t under. 
Under the erthe ye shalle thus caiefiilly then cowche, 
Tha royfe of youre halle youre nakyd nose shalle 

towche, 
Newther great ne unalle to you wiUe knele ne 

crowche, 
A shete shalle be youre paUe, siche todys shaHe b» 

youre nowche ; 
Todys shalle yon dere, 
FeyndyE shalle you lere* 
Youre fleshe that fare waa hei'e 

Thus rufully shalle rote ; 
In stede of fare coloure, 

Sich bandes shalle bynde youre throte. 
Youre rud that was so red, youre lyre the ly% lyke. 
Then shalle be wan as led and stynke as dog in dybe ; 
Womies shalle in you brede as bees dos in the byke, 
And ees oute of youre hede thus<gate abaDe pad- 

dokes pyke, 
To pike you ar preste 
Many uncomly beest. 
Thus thai shalle make a feste 

Of youre flesh and of youre blode. 
For you then sorows iestc 

The moste has of youre goode. 
Youre goodes ye shalle forsake if ye be never so 

lothe, 
And nothing with you tdce, bot siche a wyndyng 

clothe. 
Your wife sorow shalle slake, youre chyldtf ^so 

both, 
Unnes youre mynnyng make if ye be never so 

wrothe, 
Thai myn you with nothyng 
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That may be youre helpyng, 
Nawthere m mes i^ngrng, 

Ne yit with almus dedte-^ 
Therfor in youre levyng 

Be wise and take good faede. 
Take hede for you to dele whils ye ar on life 

nawthere of cliitde then w!fe, 

For seclures ar not lele then for youre good wille 

stryfe, 
To by youre sairieB bele there may no man thaym 

^rife. 
To shrife no man tbavm may. 
After youre endyng day, 

Youre saulle for to glad, 
Youre secturs wUle swere nay, 



And say ye aghte more Aen ye liad. 
I, wniis ' 



Amende the, man, whils thou may, 
Let never no myrthe fordo thi mynde, 
Thynke thou on the dredefulle day, 
When God shalle deme alle inankynde ; 
Thynke thou farys as dothe the wynde. 
This warlde is wast and wille away, 
"Mmi, have this in thi mynde. 
And amende the wliils that thou may. 
Amende the, man, whils thou art here, 
Agane thou go an othere gate. 
When thou art dede and laide on here, 
Wyt thou welle ihon bees to late ; 
For if alle the good that ever thou gate 
Were delt for the after thi day, 
In heven it wold not mende thi stater 
Forthi amende the whilst thou may. 
If thou be right ryalle in rente, 
As is the stede standyng in stalle, 

In thi harte knowe and thynke 

That thai ar Goddes goodes alle; 

He myghte have maide the poore and smalle 

As he tnat begges fro day to day, 

Wit thou welle accounte gif thou shalle, 

Therfore amejide the whils thou may. 

And if I myght with you dwelle 

To telle you alle my tyme, 

Fulle mekille cowthe I telle 

That I have harde and sene, 

Of many a great mervelle, 
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^che as ye wold not not weiie, 
In the paynes of helle 
Tliere as I have bene ; 
Bene I have in wo> 
Therfore kepe you ther fro, 
Whilst y© lif do B» 

If ye wille dwelie with hym 
That can gar you thus go. 

And hele you lithe and lym. 
He i> a lorde c£ grace) . 
Umtbjuke you in this case, 

And pray hym, fuHe of mygbt, 
He kepe yon in this place 

And have you in bis tight. 
A)is». 

EXPLICIT LAZABUI. 
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EUSPENTIO JVDJE. 



Alas, alas, and mlawsy I 

Waryd and cursyd I have beea ay, 

I slew my fader, and syn by-lay 

My modcr <lerj 
And falsly ailer I can betray 

Myn awn niaytt«r. 
My fether's name was Ruben, right, 
Sibaria my moder bight ; 
Als he her knew apon a nyght 

Alle fieshle 
In her slepe she se a sighte, 

A ffeat ferle. 
Her thoght tner lay her syd with in 
A lothly luinpe of fleshly syn, 
Of the which deatruccion schuld begyn 

Of alle Jury, 
That cursyd clott of Camys kyn 

Forsoth was I. 
Dreyd of that sight mad her awake, 
And alle hir body did tremyUe and qwake, 
Her thoght hir hot did allto brake, 

No wonder was, 
llie first word my moder spake 

Was alas, alas I 
Alas, alas t liche cryed fast, 
With that on weping owt sche braste, 
My father wakyd at the laste 

And her afranyd ; 
She told hym how she was agaste. 

And no thyng laynyd. 
My father bad, " Let be tni woo. 
My cowncel is if it be soo, 
A child be gettyn betwixt hus too, 

Ooghter or son, 

* Tlii* poem is added in a more modem kaiid, apparent]; about 
the eommeiKemeat of the sixteenth ceotui;. 
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SUSPEHTtO JUDA. 

Let it never on erthe go, 

Bot be fordon. 
Bettur hit is fordon to be, 
Then hit fordo bothe the and me, 
For in a while then schalle ve »e 

And fuUe weile knaw 
Wheder that swevyns be vanite 

Or on to traw." 
The tyme was comyn that I was bcHne, 
Os my moder sayd beforn, 
Alas, that I hadneyn forlorn 

With in hir syd I 
For ther then spronge a schrewid thorn 

That spred fuUe wyd 
For I was born with owtyn grace 
Thay me namyd and coUyd Judas, 
The fether of the child ay haya 

Great petye, 
He myght not thoyle afore his face 

My deth to se. 
My ded to se then myght he noght, 
A lytylle lep he gart be wroght, 
And ther I was in bed broght 

And bonden fast ; 
To the saltse then thay eoght, 

And in me caste. 
The wawes rosse, the wynd blew, 
That I was cursyd fulle welle thay knew, 
The storme unto the yle me threw. 

That lytill botte. 
And of that land my to-name drew, 

Judas Scariott. 
Thor as wrekke in sand I lay. 
The qweyn com passyng ther away. 
With hir madyns to sport and play ; 

And prevaly 
A child she fond in slyk aray 

And had ferly. 
Never the les sche was welle payd. 
And on hir lap sche me layd, 
Sche me kissed and with me playd 

For I was fayre j 
" Achild God hays me send," sche sayd, 

" To be myn ay re," 
Sche mad me be to norice done, 
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And fofiterd as her awa son^ 

And told the kyng that sche had go& 

Alle the yer with child, 
And with fayr wordes, as wemen coo, 

Sche hym begiM. 
Then the kyng gait maJc a fest 
To alle the land of the best, 
For that he had gettyn a gest» 

A swetly thyng. 
When he wer ded and broj^t to rest* 

Hut might be kyng. 
Seme aStwt with in yers too, 
In the land hit be^le soc^ 
The qweyn hir selff with child can goo, 

A son sche bayr } 
A fayrer child from tope to too 

Man never se ayre. 
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ECMAKER ox THK BPILLIMO AVD SHAUKAIl. 

Tbe Toweli e, i, and 7, are used for each other, almott indiscrimiuaUlv. In. 
Btesd of lans ih ^b have ai and ay f for long e, and double «, ei and ey ,- tor \onit 
o and doubte a, ol and ay i double ia sometimes expressed by a elngle d with 
a final t, m aone for goon. The letter a Is frequentlj found in those warda 
which had It In the A.S., but trhich are now spelt with in classical EogliBh, aa 
ttane for atone. E Is often used for ee, as (A« for Ate, the accusative of thou, 
and also for the verb thee, to prosper. F between two vowela is generally to be 
pronounced aa v. 

The genitive of nouns ia usually formed by adding ea, is, or yt : the plura], 
by adding a preceded by one of these InterchaDgeable vowels, and somelimea ae, 
aa felowse fiir. fellows. The genitive case isjised adverbially, to denote time and 
manner, in all the Gothic languages. See Rask A.S. Gram. s. 334, and Grimm 
D. Gram. IIL 127- Several instances occur in tbia volume. 

In vertis, the 2nd and 3rd person sing, ore generally alike ; the plural some- 
times but very rarely ends in n, to assist the rhyme. The past tense is some- 
times formed by using the auxiliary can, aa he can tell for A« told. 

The verb / ant retains the A.S. liiLure / be, but instead of beotb and byth, 
in the 3rd sing., and the i^ural, it makes bees, aa in the ancient Northumbrian 
or Northern A. S. For the same reason, the 2nd peraon plural imperative fre- 
quently ends in s, with one of the interchangeable vowels. 

The preseut parUdple often retains the A. S. termination and ; the part par- 
ticiple ends in u, or yf, as well aa in edL 

Refebehces. — J. refers to Dr. Jamieson's Scottish Dictionary ; Cotg., to 
Colgrave's Diet ; Stev., to Stevena'a French and LaUn Diet. ; Cr. GL, Craven 
Glonaiy ; Br., Brockett's North Country Glossary ; Watson's Halifax Qloasat? 
and Thoresby'e Yorkshire Worda, are printed bv Mr. Hunter at the end of bia 
Hallamabire C — - — „.,.-,„,., 



A, 389, the same aa aye, ever. 

Abantir, 881, more downcBst. 

Abaat, 37, sa, downcaat 

Abate, 194, to cast down. 

Abite, IJ,aanie aa aby, to suffer for, or 

take the consequencea of. 
Aby ; see abite. 
AdMiay, 35-6, 45, one of the Hebrew 

names of God. 
Adred, 35, afraid, in dread. 
Adyld, 195, earned. 
Afone, 88, read a/ime, a few. 
Afore, before. 
AtiBn;d,338, enquired] we frayn. 



Alga tea, always, 

Alte wyghtes, 101, aid ? sic MS. 

AU-to, entirely, omnino. 

A1od,8t, allowed. 

Alow, to commend, approve. 

AIs, 1 5, also, 

Alsway, 186, also. 

Alto,lS8i seetdl-to. 
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Amelb^ among ; see emelle. 

And, ir, provided 

Anger, 99, sorrow. 

Ami, 154, breath, ^pirilu*. Dan^ aod; 
Icelandic, andL 

Aofcre, to gneve, 35. 

Apon, upon. 

AptTtly, 286, eridently, openly. 

Appecb, 10, 16S, impeach. 

ilppentys, 239, appertains, or Is appen- 
dant to ; see pent. 

Arajde, 40, disposed oC T. 

Architreclyn, 207, the master of the 
feast at the marriage in Cana. 

Are, 127, before. 

A lerant, 31 9, back again. 

As ; see tyte. 

Ascfy, 193, to cry to (Heame). 

Aselle, 360, vin^ar, A. S. aidl. 

Asse, 58, to ask with authority, to eon 

Aat, 200, asked, Y.D. 

At, 3, 67, that. It is contended thi 

at ii the ancient relative, from wblcb 
tbe Interrogative tehatt and the de- 
monattative lAat, have been fomied 
by adding the interrogative prefi: 
hat and the demons trative th. I 
strong proof of the truth of this as- 
sertion may be drawn fVoni the dia- 
lect of the ITorkshircmen, who 
at for the relative, but nener for the 
demonstrative, Aat. For instance, 
an unlettered Yorkshireman will al- 
ways say " Thai was tbe man, at 
struck at me," where Ihai is a demon- 
strative, and at a relative j but never 
" At was the man, that struck at me." 

AMowe, 133, below. At-do, 181,237, 
to do. 

Avaylle, ISO, any employment done in 
expectation of a reward. 

Avowtre, 192, adultrj. 

Avyse, 61, 170, to infbrm, teach. 

Awe, 24, 55, debeo, incumbit mihi ; 
also, to own. lal., aa. 

Awnter, 189, adventure, risli, haeart!, 

Awro, 100, 273, ever-aught. 

Awtbe, 274, see haghe (timid F I be- 
lieve it to be equivalent to the word 
triilei in Luc. iiiv. 17. S.) 

Ayre, 114, an heir. 

Aytbere, either. 

Aywhore, ITS, everywhere. 



Balk, »9, B ridge of land. 

Balle under the bood, 17, the bead. 

Baly, 207, custody. 

Ban, 9, curse. 

Bane, 82 ; see bayn. 

Baptym, 297, baptism. 

Bard, 2S, barred or listened up. 

Bsrelt, 165, contention, vexation. 

Barnes, children. 

Bani-teme, 46, 21 2, chiid'hearing: "a 

brood of children." Brockett. 
Bast, 257, so in M8. for (rat/? 
Bawahere, 69, beau tin, (S.) But iee 

Beahers. 
Bayle, 20, 28, grief, misery. 
Bayles, 1 7, balliSi. 
Bayn, 1 7, a murderer, A.S. bana. 
Bayn, 28, 39, alert, ready, (obedient ? 

Be, 148, be we Mrt, by the time that 
we part " This idiom is very an- 
cient ; it does not seem to occur in 
A. S. but it ii found in M. G." J. 
See, to. 

Be miles, 1 92, from miles' distance. 

Beban. 138, a mislake in tbe copying 
of the original MS. fbr bq^ ; see 
the same phrase, p. 57, in tbe first 
line of MoTses' prayer. 

Bedeyn, 13, 31, &c. in succes^on, one 
after another. 

Bees, 241, 316, 324. 326. Tbe 8rd 
person sing, and idl tbe pL fdture 
tense of the verb to be, A. S. sing. 
byth. pi. beoth j the Northumbrian 
dialect chanjres th into s, as in the 
imperative plural of verba in general. 

Beete, 49, to heal or amend. 

Befon, 33, beait ? be fon, be found ? 

Befome, before. 

Behest, 92, command. 

Bebelys, 159, promises. 

Bekkys, 319, begs ? 

Bekmy, 70, 177, &c. bel-amL 

Behfe, quickly. 

Belk, 314, to belch. 

Bemys, 5S, trumpets- 
Bend, 313, a band or ribbeo. 

Benedight, 91, benedlctui. 

Benstt, 85, benedidle. 

Bent, 302, the open £eld, plain tur£ 

Benysou, 43, blessing. 

Bere, 109, a noise. 

Bering, 125, being bom. 

Beahers, bawaheres, iaihmu i aw 

Beshrew, to curse- 
Bet, 39, beaten. 
Betaght, 13, the past participle of 



beUfc*^ to oamcnit or i urrender, A. S. 

Be-t«Ue. S17, to deceive, to midcad; 
■eeLja. BeteUoa. 

Batok^ 99a, pul Uhm of betalra; lee 
bought. 

Bett,S4l, better. 

Beyld, to protect, or to tAte or pro- 
cure (133) diclter. 

Beyld, protection.' 

Be.TC, SE9, s bean. 

Be^r; see bere. 

Bl, 188, concemiag. How think je bj 
bimp what th&ik you araeemiiur 
himf 

Big, SOS, to build. 

Bike, 4S, 325, a bee hive i " a bee's neat 
in a wild state." (Brockett), 

Blan, 355. past teoie of Blia, to cease. 

Blekjt, 3 U, blacked. 

Bio, blue. 

BIouk, iS, blossom. 

Blooding, 89, a black pudding. 

Blowid, GS, a pustule. TeuL blaer. 

Blunder, sorrow, opposed to His, 30, 
9S, 1 43. 

Blure, 310, brought on, bleared the eye, 
deceived ? 

Bljn, to cease. 

Bob, "to beste, knocke, atrike." San- 
derson'* Diet. 

Bodword, 58, a message. 

Bofette, IT, a foot-stool, hodie buffit, 

199. 

Bollars, 34 S, frequenters of bowling, 
greens ? (drunkards ? " Bolle vessetl, 
concha." Fromp. Farv. S.) 

Bobe, 19T, to swelL 

Bon, 900, bound. 

Bond, 62, to bind. 

Bondon, S 1 , subjection. 

Bone ; Bee Boyne. 

SS;™! *""**■ »■'»■'■■ 

Soroo, 156, 185, to gtvebail, or becooie 

surety for. 
Boste, a threat. 

But, but, except : bat if, unless. 
Bowke, 313, bulk. 
Bowne, ready, prepared. 
Bowrde, 96, a joke or play. 
Boyne, 19. a boon or prayer. 
Boyte, 16, a compensation ; more com. 

monly help or succour. 
Brade, a start, a sudden turn or assault ; 

the verb has generally a similar 

meaning. 
Brade, 141, to pretend (S). 
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Bnut, the past tenie of burst ; it is also 

used fiir the present. 
Brayde, 187 ; see brade. 
Brayde, 88, to have a general resem. 

bUnee to a person, without an exact 

accordance. 
Brede, breadth : on brede, abroad. 

Bmh^,5*^*P*"^°*'*"^"'"- 
Brefe, 127, a letter. 
Brekylla, 101, brittle. 
Breme, 197, fierce. 
Brend, 10, burnt ; from bren, to bum. 
Bresaed, S14, bruised. F. briser. 
Breyrs, 1 9, briers ; hodie, breers. 
BrodeUe, 137, 130, 142, a blackguard. 
Broder-hede, 319, brother.hood. 
Browes, 17, crusts of bread or oat cake 

steeped in hot water, and served up 

in fat broth. 
Brovke, 1 3, to enjoy, to use. 
Browne, brann. 
Brude, 1 04, brood, offspring. 
Bruet, 43, thick pottage. 
Brjbre, 194, robbery; see J. " Bri- 



him quite."— Lydg. Trig. i!l2. 
The originat meaning of bribour ia a 
beggar. " Briieur, mendicus. Bribe, 
panis mendicatus." Steph. Diet. 

Brydylle, 138, a diminutive of brid, 
pullai, a young one. This was the 
ori^nal meaning of A. S. brid { af- 
terwards it was applied only toyouno 
fowls ; lastly, it was changed to bird, 
and acquired its modern signilkatioti. 
If the reader thinks it simply means 
the bridle, be is welcome to think so. 

Brymly, 305, fiercely. 

Bryaung, iT3,bmidng. Fr. briaer. 

Buffit, 199 1 see bofette. 

Bun, 36, bound. 

Bursyd, 135, bruised. 

Busk, 140, to prepaie, to make Kady, 
(also to hasten to. 8.) 

Bustous, 195, SIS, huge, fierce, tenibie. 

By, 391 ; see be. See also, bL 

Byched, bones, 34i, dice, but q. the 

Bydeyn; see bedeyn. 
Bygyng, 1 67, a buUding. 
Byke; see bike. 
Bylle hagers, 85. 
Bynke, 31 7, a bench. 
Byr, 99, Impetus, fron the wbininK 
noise accompany ii^ it. Huntcr'aCC 
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" And thei gedeii out «nd wenWn 
Info thesvjn, and lo in a grete blre 
al tbe drove wente heedlyng Id to 
the tee." Wjdyf. Malt. 8. 

Bjrrding, 7 9, plajring, gamboling. 

Bytkyn, HI, H3, breaking. 

Byschope, 57, biahop. 



Can, 1. to knov i II. to be able- 

Cantel, 175, an incantation, a juvgling 
trick, (read CauteU, "Cawtele, or 
■l^ht, — cautela." Fromp. Parv. S.) 

CapjQ, 99, the name of a domestic hen. 
Tbia will perhaps help Br J. out ol 
the maze of learning into wbich he 
i« led b; the Capercailye. 

Carl, 59, 172, a churl, a bondman, a 

rude country clown- 
Carp, to narrate or relate. 

Casbald, 213 ; a keen etymologist would 
not hesitate to seek an etymon in the 
old Vr. eiu hoarse, and taudel, an 
ass ; It suits the idea conveyed in the 
passage (S). Credat, &c G. 

Cast, 107, a contrivance. 

Caton, 94, the Bisticba Calonis, used 
as an introductory book in teach- 

Catyf, 2S1 , seems to be here used in tbe 
B^se of the modern ItaL Gittivo, 
thoroughly bad. 

Catyfilam, ISG,"} captivity, wretched- 

Catyfiie3,3l5, $ oess. 

Cecylle, l41,Sidly. 

Cely, 179, 113: seeSety. 

Cettes, certidnly. 

Cest, ceaaed. 

Chalange, 244, to demand a thing a» a 
person's own property, to recognise 
a person or thing, and to da:lare 
aucb recognition : it is perhapt allied 
to the O. F. chaland, '' lea marcbana 
■ppellent ceulx qui possent pour 
leur vendre: et appellent leurscio- 
imu ceulx ausquelj ila ont couatume 
da Tendre." Ster. 
^luvgB to, 160, tobe neigbedoratUnd- 
ed to ( P) " Chargen, or greatly actte 
to faerte — penso. Fromp. Pair. 

Chaiyt, 107, turns or jobs; hence 
. «hara>woman. 

Chase, 51, imp. of choose. 

Chefe, 108, to succeed or accomplish 
.ABy^uaioes^ (Brockett). Chaucer 
hat < Yvel mote he cheve', which 
Ty^vhiU axpliins 111 may he end. 

Ckfttnu^t 30£,cbi^Ben, cUefUlni. 



Chep«, 102, that which ia bought, mer- 
chuidkei the proTorb appears to 
mean, what is bought at a light or 
low price yields a slu^lsh return. 

Ches coambers, 97, " chess, to jnle up.'' 
Cr. GL; three chess chambe^ three 
chambers piled one upon another. 

Cheae ; see chase. 

Chevitbe the, 339, make a bargain with 
me fbr it; aee Cherizance In tlte 
Law Gloscaries. 

Chuffer, 2ia. 

Chyte, 115, to chide. 

Clater, 1 90, 257, noiac^ idle talk : " hoU 
your clatter," Y- D. 

Cled, 131, dad. 

Cleke. 324, to aiiatch or graap, hodie 

Clebyt, 311, hatched. 

Clens, cleanse. 

Clerge, 90, 94, 117, erudition, book. 
leomhig, especially Latin. Cleme 
does not seem to have acquired the 
' uncanny' signification which grame- 
ry enjoys. 

Clerjfy, 67, 300, to make known, or 

Cloffs, 313, shoes with wooden soles. 
CIolc, 99 i see this word explained «A 

voet, Kakyla. 
Cloke, 324, a claw or dutch, from 

deke. 
Close, 46 \ 
Cloyase, 206 J 
Clyfe, 79. 
Ciyppes, aj6, an eclipse. 
Cod, 81, a inllow ; properly, the pillow 

Cukker, S48, a cockfighter. 

Colke, 331, the core of an apple. TIus 
word occurs in the glossanes undfr 
the form of cowk, couk, or cdie, 
goke or gowk. 

Colknyfes, 85, See colfox in Chau- 

Com, 52, 81, condng or arrivaL A.8. 

Conandly, 1 60, knowingly, wisely. . 

Conceytite, 75, conception. 

Conning, 168, knowledge. 

Cnp, 91, 118,acup. 

Copyn Kyng, 1 94. A coppln ia a cer- 
tain quantity of worsted yam wound 
on a spindle, and the s^ndla-ttieD 
extracted. 

Cotb, St. " Cath, morbus, raletudo, 
pestilentia." L^ 

Covandys, 185, corenanta. 



> clothes. 
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ODUrt-rolkr, 310, llie writer or keeper 

of the rolls of a court of lair. 
Couth, £23, a^ble, kiud. 

CowtK 32,56, the imp. tense of can, to 

know, to be able. 
Coyle, 18, 30, broth, eo called because 

ori^nally cole or cabbage was a prin- 

dpal iii^«dieDL 
Coj-Ile, 4, a coal. 
Crak, S5, to boaat. 
Crate old, SOI, alludinf; peihapa to a 

crate or wicker case for packing potB. 
Creme, 167, 1G9, chrism- 
Crisp, 313, fine linen or cobweb lawn. 
Crolt, 1 1 9, the yard or homestead of a 

house. Hellcrofte (314) la an ez- 

pressiun frequeatlr occurring in the 

Mjsterles or Miiacle-plajs. 
Crop, 9e, the upper branch (S.) 
Crojne, 111, 116, to crone, to utter a 

low laumiuring sound. 
Crump, 308, the cramp. 



Cutt, to draw, 2S8 ; slips of paper, 
straws, &j:., of unequal lengths, are 
betd in the hand of one partj with 
tha eada peeping out ; each of the 
others draws out a cutt, he who 
draws the longest is the winner. 



Djille, lis, &c., the hand. 

Dang, the past tense of ding. 

Dase, SB, to be stuplfied. 

Dare, 137,323, to be a&aid, to quake. 

Darfe, 305, bard, unbending, cruel. 

Daunche, 153, fastidiousness, see 

I)aw, 36, a sluggard or slattern. 

Dawne^ 60, dance. 

Dawngere, 59, 7 Lordship ordiminion; 

Dangere,60,&c. $ the power which the 
feudal Liord possessed over his vas. 
iaU. Norman French, dangier. It 
occurs in the speech of the rebellious 
■erb, In the iwman de Rou ; 

Ifetum nut fon de dangwr : 
Niu nimo hom> oim i& aunt. 

It mcUts also in Bruniie, p. 213. It 
Is derived ffom d«minis,in ggnre, ab- 
breriated in like manner as tbonnut 

Dajr, 49, imp; d«<rde, 194, to dawn. 
Bajntethe, 345, a dainty tltli^. 
De, 183, to die. 



Dede, 35, 36, death. 

Deilir, 28, to dither or tremble. 

De&wte, 60, fault, default. 

Defend, 72, to forbid, or deny. It was, 
until very lately, used in this sense 
insomel^a) proceedings; seeBlackat. 
Com. IIL 297. 

Defly, 100, for defUy " fitly, In a pro- 
per manner, handsomely." 

Deille, 13, a piece or poition, A. S. 
dffil. 

Delf, 57, to dig. 

Delte, 230, a grave. 

Deme, to judge, hence doom, &c. 

Depart, 228, to part In sunder, to di- 
vide. " Till death us depart, " in 
the marriage service, is now comiptlj 
printed " do parL" 

Dere, hurt or damage. 

Derfe, 317, see Darfe. 

Derllng, 52, darling. 

Dern, 310, hid, concealed, secret. 

Dernly, 141 ? 

Des, 4, 20, 204 ; whatever may be the 
original meanlnff of this word, it la 
always used In the volume to slgnii^ 
the seat of honour. 

Descry, 203, describe. 

Devere, 28, devoir, duty. 

Dight, prepared, furnished. 

Diseasse, III, uneasiness, disturbance. 

DUtance, 21, dispute (S.) 

Dil, 14, to atop, or close up. A. S. dyt- 
tan, occludert. 

Ditizonce dontance, 144, probably fbr 
dite sans doutance ; see FraunOie. 

Docket, 313, a shred or piece. 

Dold, 27, 96, stupid, confUsed. 

Dom, 59, dumb. 

Don, 113( Mr Collier explains it, "have 

Boa is in the mire, SIO, a Ohaucettan 
proverb applied to sticking &st. 

Donning, 8, a horse's name ; see Don 
and Down. 

Donyon, 185, a dungeon, which an- 
ciently was in the lowest story of 
the Donyon, or keep of the Norman 
Castles. 

Doth, 103, the southern plural of do. 

Dotty-pola, 1 4$, 1. e. clipped beads, a 
name given to the Pmsts, and other, 
ecclesiastics. 

Dowfes, 33, doves. 

Down, 8, a horse's name, see Don and 
Donning. ' 

Dowse, l04,aslntPq.8ax,dwMir 

Doylle, 90, a dole or portion of thu; 
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Me deille. Penny dojile, in the fli- 
neral expenua of JtdinSijer, Esq., of 
Worsall (Wills and Inventories, I. 
1 to,) the first item Is "for penny 
dMU, 61- I3s. 4d.-' TbU sum was 
doubtless d<ded out In pennies to the 
poor who attended the tiineraL 

Doylk, 62, grief, dolor. 

Doyse, 3, dott. 

Diiake, 339, A. S. draca, a dragon. Can 
this "bumand drake" be the self- 
same drake whose slaughter was the 
last exploit of our noble friend 
Beowulf? See the account of thij 
fiei7 monster Id Conybeare's lllut- 
trations of A. S. pottr;. 

Diay, 49, to draw. 

Dre, 15G, to endure (—to continue in 
lifb. 

Dreche, 3T0, to afflict. A. S. drecau or 
dreccean. 

Drede, withouten, 7e, Ac, without 
doubt, atngve dubio ; see Hldces, 
Tlieg. I. 323. 



Drife, 35, to drive. A. S. dtiAui. 
Urogh, 5, the past tense of to draw. 
Dry, 313, dr3rneM, or drougbt. 
Duch Ax, 311. 
Dug, 3IS, tocut? 
Uustards, 216, dastards? (3) 
Swere, 308, doubt. 
Dwyrd, 289. 

Dyke, 67, to make ditchea. 
D^lle, 136, 18B, to sooth, or allay. 
Dylly downe, 115. 
Dyng, 141, to cast down. 
Dyntand, 234, ridinE. 
Dyscrvv^ 286, see, descry. 
Djtt,194f seedit. 



Eddkb, 73, an addari "all snakes are 
so designated in Craven." (Cr. OL) 

Eene the plural of eye. 

Eti, again ( eft wkytc, requite ; see 
quite. 

Ei, IT, an interrogative exclamation. 

Eld, 53, an, old age: an eld, 11, should 
be a neldi see neld. 

Elyke, 57, alike. 

Enumg, 1 02, among. 

Erne, 44, an ucle by the molber'a idde. 

Emclle, among, Dan. i toellemi leeL 



Enchesou, 38, oeeuioa or CMMe, N. F. 

chaison. 
Endlang, 65, straightforwaid, eoQtiau- 

Endorse, 90, a term used in cookery; 

•aid to mean gUt over. 
EadooBt, 166, endowed) F. dost, Jot. 
Enfray, 179, affray. tT^- 
Enja, 187, once? 
Ernes, 126, (in earnest? S.) peihqis 

the same as the ScoUish eryneaat 

tear, see J. 
EscheUe, 47, O. F. eschielle, a tquad- 

ron. The word occurs both in 

Brunne and Barbour. 
Ethe, 1 93, easily. 
Everichon, every one. 



Emprise, 171, ei 



Fagelng, alle in, 2S&, all in the lump, 
altogether ; from A. S. f^an, juit 
gere, 

Fand, the past teiue of to find. 

Fane, glad. 

Fang, to take. 

Far, 75, to &re or go. 

Far, 276, farther (aa nar, neuer> 

Fard, il6, afisld. 

Fare, to go, to &Tie. 

FareD, 48, past participle ofto fare. 

Farly, 49, strange. 

Fature, 60, a kzy, idle tellcw ; F. Ut- 

ard, fkiteoT. 
Fax, 311, the hair <tf the head. ^ B. 

Feax. 
Fayn, 96, joy. 
Fee, catUei also moveable propMv In 

genend, aa distinguished Gram aai 






mate, comrade, w wlfet In 
tsre, m company, ti^ibar. 
Fele, 67, to hide. 
Felle, to knock down. 
Felle, 131, a rocky hill. 
Felle, 56. nunyi A. & &l*i Oerm. 

FeUe, the skin. 

FelCer, 85, 313, to ent«u^. 

Ferd, f^. 

Feres 68, to put in fbar. 

Fere, seefe^e^ 

Ferly, 1 1 , wonder, see ftily. 

Fermes, 84, fimue, rente. 

Fenay, of, SID, on a for^y. 

Fest, 91, to fix, to make sure oc Alt. 

Fast, see Lord ( and oone; 
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Fet^M, SOV, fettled, prejiared, made 

resdy for uee. 
Feynd, 10, ficad. 

riay, 50, 40, 121, to fri^ten, Y.D. 
Fleet, 31, put participle of to float. 
Fleme, TO, to drlre out, to put to 

flight 
Flekyt, 311, apotted, sireAei, laL 

flecks, ifiinifn-. (Brockett.) 
Flett, 9e, I scalding, or fljting; see 

flyte; (Is H not 'deiWrt fkim this 

pfac^JS.) 
Fknie, (boner, 93, flash of Ti^aing. 
Flume, lse,fianien, a river. 
Fljt, 20, 63, to fly, or flee from. 
Fljtara, 308, scolden, 1 V T» 
Flyte, », to scold, / »■"• 
Foche, 60, to fetcb. 
Fold, 245, the esfth, tbe wtrtid, A.5. 

MdK 
Fon,, 40, finind. 

Fon., 80, a fond or tboHA person. 
Fon., 94, to be &uli^ or hnd. 
Sen., 1 99, to make faolA. 
Fond, SOI, fboll^ 
FoAden, found. 
Food, T6, 6c d&pring. The A.8. 

fl!!d«ft, Btgnifies both to fi^d, and to 

bring forth. Hence tbe double 

ftieftning of the nonn. 
Por, 318, Ac, for ftar of. 
FOrbat, 12, &C, a forbiddii^. 
Ferde, 56, ftc., to destroy i (vulgo, be 

is done ftr.) 
Feree, no fbicr, 16, It matters ixx, 
Fore-thhili, ti2, to aospect or antici- 
pate : se^ fortfaink. 
For-&ifr, ZIS, sane as brdo. 
Ftofett, 189, tranagrened, dana what 



F<»gangere, 165, * ptecHraor or tore- 
goer. 
For-rakjrd, 105, •Tcrdane with vaik- 

Forahapyn, 1 IS, transformed. 
Forspoken, 115, hnritched, enchMted 
Fm-taxed, 9S, wrongly taxed. 
Fortfae^ 45, to forward or brii^ Sor- 

Fwthink, 76, to repent or grieve. 

Forthj, tberefoTe, for thia cause ; thy 
ia the ablative case of the demouatra- 
live tluet i — and for-thy, demonUtS' 
tive, corresponds to fbr-wby ? interro- 
gative. 

Forward, 1T9, a 4»iBpact or covenanl, 
properly apelt fore-word. 

Foitre, 330, nourisbment 
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Fote bote, 150, fuot-hot, with great 

Fott, same as &tt, take, fetch. 

Found, to try or attempt, to tempt. 
A.S. fiiadian: also, to go. 

Founding temptation. 

Fawre, 63, tfae paat (eme of bre. 

Foyner a beap, abundance : ftlso p. 323, 
the [dura] of foe. 

Franche, 15d, I can do more fisDeac, 
i, e. I know nu more French. The 
pieee seems from mbw words left un- 
translated to have been ori^nally 
written in that Uoguage ) see jour- 
montlng, ditizance. Or, it nwiy per- 
baps be taken fi'om "fmit*ier, to 
speake fine and eloquent French 
(ironically)." Cotgrave. 

Frast, 35, 36, 58, to enquire, to tsmpt. 
M.G. fraiMn. A.$. fratlgn. 

Fray, 35, 56, a diaturbaace. 

Frayn, 76, to ask or enquire. A.S. ft^- 

Fre, free : this a^vctive, in tbe a^ne 
of nablt, is often used subslsntivety, 
like br^bt, &e. 

Frely,43,ii^nuoua,beauti&rl. "Free- 
ly foode, a commoa {Arase in aitcient 
po«try devoting a person, and espe- 
ciallT B female, of high birth." J. 

Frerys,9I, fiiars. 

Frea, 391, ? no IVes, without question 

Frew 30, I ordcMbt. 

Fro, 334, from llie time that : see to 

Frog, 341, a frock or upper garment. 

FroQ, 106, from. SwediaK ftua. 

Froskes, 62, frogs ; still used in the 
W. and N.K.Y. 

Fty, 31, 24, seed. M.G. fraiw. Luc. 
I., 5i. An Abraham 
To Abraham and Usie 
person. IceL frkk 

Frygges, 313, tbe word occurs in 
Chnat's kk. st. 14. With forks and 
flalei tbey lalt grit flaps, and dang 
togidder lyk fivg>*- Dr. J. thinka 
it is the same as frelk or frick, a 
strong intrepid nun ; in which sense 
it occurs in P. Plewmui. 

Fulle, 153, samea* felle, nuuiy. 

Fun, 56, found. 

Fwalcon, 1 30. 

Fwlet, 5, fowls. 

Fyle, 273, to defila, to calunniate or 
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Bpoti "afield laken from a wixhI.*' 
Cr. (It. 

Fytt, 51, ■ divuion of a poeni. 
O 

Gib., 3SB-9, 298, to He, to deceive : 
gaber. In the language of the old 
French TMnaneea, signifies to t«U 
rhodomuntade itoriea and long-lrair 
brags of 8 tnighl'a own pniireSB 

Gadlvng, an idle Tagabond. 

Gam, 3, jocundity, aftive etyojincnt. 
The word is now used in a ludicraua 
Sense, but not bd fnttnerlj. Thus in 
the ancient alliterative couplet given 
br GiraldUs Cambrensis, is a speci- 
meh of English poetrvj 
" God 1> togelhn 



Gartbynere, 

Gate, a waj. Id. gata. 

Gate, 45, 7, a person's going or progress. 

Gawde, 56, 6i,tTtc)[. 

Ga^ng, 63, go. 

Gaytc door, lOT, tbe street door, or 
outer door I see heb. 

Gedljng: seegadWnff. 

Geld, 75, barren. YD. Qenh. gelle. 

Oentlery men, 9S> gentry. 

Gere, S6, 8, all aorta of inatrumenta or 
bulls ; also bounhold goods. 194, not 
Hgtit in his girt, out of his wit«(f) 

Get., 39, 48, 7S, tliat which is b^ot- 
ten,a child, posterity. Itisalsoused 
to iionify procreation, 74. 

Gett, tne new, S12, tbe new ^hion. 

Gevn, given . 

Gifle, SS, a general name for women : 
the lAorf of Gillian. 

Gille, knave, 319. 

Glad, 9S2, the imp. of glide. 

Glase, 1 06, SOI : see ^Ose. 

Glope, 146, a surprise, something start- 
ling. 

Glose,S09, 

Gnaat, 145, 307, gnashed. 

GoderhayJIe, 89, an exclamation op- 
posed to ill-a-b*;)e. 

Gog, 9, a perversion of God. 

Gome, 171, a man, A.8. guma. 

GossypvB, lis, sponsMs, God^sib is 
God-kin. 

Goyse, 13, goes. 

Cio;th, 103, tbe Smith-EngH^ impe- 
Tative plural of the verb to go. It 
occurs frequently in Chancer. 



Grade, 214, grailhed or prejiared. 
Grale. 145, tlie graduate, containing 

anthems, &c- aung in processions. 
Grame, SS, I, wrath, anger. II, sor- 

Gramercy, 80, grand- mcrde, manj 
thanks., 

Gramerj, 90, 94, 31 1 , I^tin leaming ; 
prbperly, tbe on ffrawtmatiea, an inU- 
mate knowledge whereof wu mip- 
pbsed to lead the student to an ac- 
qu^tance with those hidden powers 
of words by which he might com- 
mand tile aid of evil agnrits. 

Orank, 1S5, to murmur. 

Granser, ITS, grandslre. 

Gratb, 3S, swiftness. 

Grathiy, swiftly. 

Gravyug, 132, burial. 

Graythe, 47, to prepare^ to make nady 
for a journey. 

Grene,4Tt seegrame. 

Greses, 7, grasses, 

Grete, 44, weeping: S63, 4, duit, AS. 
great. 

Grew, 229, the Greek language; used 
by Marie de France (del Giiu eo 
Latin), and by several Scottish writ- 
ers ! thus Lyndsay, " Had be done 
write inLatiBorinGrew,"&c. Itis 
also found in Pemb. Arcad. li. 324: 
"Fool that I am, that with my 
dogges speak Grew !" to which Dr. 
Nares ^vea this singular explana. 
tioD, " Grew seems to be put nr tbe 
Greek term u* ^ >. e. any trifling 
or very worthless matter." This 
may remind us of the old lady 
who sought diligently far her spec- 
tacles, and found at last she waa look- 
ing through tbem. 

Grewya, 314, grieves. 

GreynJiome, 8, the name of an ox,. 

Greyu-wax, 313 ; see the Law Glos- 

Grithe, I40( seegyrth. 

Grofea, 63 1 past participle of to grufe 

Groved,l3{ orgrow|hencelhe'GfVMf 

or GrottUu' at Bull. 
Oroflyngea, 40, with tbe &ce down- 

wanb ; a genitive of the manner, as 

we now speak of " walking Maeagi." 
Oionys, 89, tbe ' ralram,' or upper 

jaw of a swine. 
Growne, 23, snout 
Gi'uch, 167) 8, to repine, to becteti- 
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Grjrme, 8, a horse's name ; probablj « 
. bltck one. Orlme is the blackness 
nccMkoned by sout smeared over an; 
tbixtg. 

Gry!e, l37,horrib]j. 

Grvse, 41, 53, to abudder, to trem- 
ble. 

Grossed, SB, gnused. 

Gjn, 23, 7, a contraction of engine ; a 

Gyri, lis, to strike off. 

G^rrth, 67, protecLinn, aa ill a aanctuary , 

Jteace. See the cotamon form of 

prochirDing the king's peace. Ey- 

mer, i., p. 197, edit 1816. 

H. 

Had-I.wibt, 100, had I known the 

pies of Ite proverbial use in Nares'a 

Glossary. 
Hafles, 152, wanting. 
Haghe, 63, an ioterjection of aatonish- 

Haghe, 273, appears, from the rliymS) 
to be the saine void ap awthe. 

Hak, applied to singing 111,116. 

Halle, 33, a dwelling, 

Hamvd, 9S, faenimen, impcdire i (S). 

Hand-band, 43, q. habbatid ? posses- 
aiont or compounded on the same 
principle as Sax. handrams, deditio ; 
Germ, faandfest, custoiHa, (S). 

Hand-while, t09, a moment, a short 
thne. 

Happyd, sa, wrapped up, covered. 

Har, S47, to harry ? 

Hardely, certainlj. 

Harlle, S13, todng. 

Harlot, a scamp, a raacaL 

Hames, (one syllable) the bnUns. 

Hames, (two syllables), implements of 
all kinds. 

Haro, 14, fte. (spelt various wavs.} 
The ancient Norman Hu* and try. 
It is laid down in the Grand Cous- 
toumier, e. 54, that when a penon 
sees bis life. limbs, or property in 
ertdeat peril, he may utter this cry ; 
and such of bis tieighbotirs ss n^lect 
to assist him are subject to punish- 
ment ; if, however, he cry Haro 
without due cause, hf is also liable 
to be punished. 

Harrer, 9, an nctamaUoD in driving; 
it means "quicker." 

Tlanlow, 17, I9S, liearest thou ? Va- 
rioui examples of similar intern^- 
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tives are mven in tiie Craven Glos- 
sary, and Hunter, &c. 

Hart, 274, heard. 

Harry Ruskyne, 31 9, the game of 

blind -man's-baff? " Capi/ou, a play, 
which is not much unlike our Harry- 
racket, or Hidman -blind." Cotgrave. 
Hat, to bear the name of — ; a'appel- 

ler. 






Hatters, 113, spider 

Hawvelle wid jawvetle. 314, 
and j^bering, idle lalk. 

Hayls, 73, to hail, tii salute j M.G., 
bails. Icel. heilaa. 

He, hee, high. 

Hed mas peny, 1 04, a penny ofiered at 
the mass said for a person's soul at 
his funeral "Geven in penae to 
offer at the maaa at bi^ berynse £l 
2s." appears amung the funeral ex- 
penses of Sir John Rudstone in 1531. 
Strutt's HordallJ. 169. 

Hek, 106, the inner door between the 
tntry or lobby and the houa ur 

Hekes, 9, racks for cattle to feed a(. 
Hend, T, hand; B3, bepce; 322, i)eqi 

at hand. 
Kent, 59, to catch, to take hold of. 
Her, 45, here. A. S. 
Herfbr, 160, for this reason; corret- 

ponding to therefore, for t}iBt reasop. 

HeC, 39, 46, 48, promised, 
Het^ 145, nained. See Hgt. 
Heting, I IS, a proniise. 
Hethyng, 1 74, 235, 6, scom, derision. 
Heyle, 73, health. 

Heynd, courteous, kind ; applieil to in- 
animate objects, cominodiouS; 
Heytt, 62, see het. 
Hidu(>, SI, hideous. 
Hight, 2, bearing the naqie of: see 



Hight,Sl, 73, proinised ; 
Ho,3' - 



ehet. 






Hob-over-the-H'alle, \5, 
Hog, 1 10, a sheep o^e year old. 
Hoghe, 262, hollow. Cr. Gl. and Rr. 
Hoket,31l,313, scorn. 
Holard, 149, a whore-monger. 
Holgh, 15, hollow, en^ty. 
Homer mentioned, 144. 
Hone, 11, 2S, 36. todelay. 
Hoore, 1 4S, a whore. 
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Hope, 109, to ftar, wpect. 

Hore, 8T, 96, 148, S88, h»ir. "huer, 

hair." Cr. GL 
Hnire, 314, a whore. 
Horelt, ar hohur, fivnicator. Prom. 

PtIQ. 

Hose, 109, hwrge? 

Hoslyld, 889, "put up" at an inu m 
hostelry. 

Hole, 46, « protaise : see hete. 

H«w!87. 

Hovlle, 30, whole, 

HovneiseehoHe. 

Hu, 28S, hue or complexion. 

Hufr, 32, to heare. 

HulUrs, S4S, saiueaa hohada ? 

Hurlyd, 313, « Huri, staring, nide, un- 
kemd, briatlie, horrid, uke a wild 
hnaren heud," Cotgr.aodBee"Hure; 
i." in the same. 

Hub, ai, us. 

H», in, in haste. 

Hyne, 46, 48, a servant 

flj>ne, 156, hence' 

Hyte, 9, ST, an exclamation in driving 
bjr which the driver commaDds the 
beast to turn to the left. Cr. GL 



I. J. 

Jak Cope, 84. 

IcB, 103, the Southern Knglish for I ; 
it is Ireqiientlj' us^ b; Chaucer, 
and is stilt beard in Gluucester- 

Ich, Ich^i, each. 

Ich- a-dejUe, 27, eveiy part, every bit. 
See deille. 

Ichon, each une. 

Jelian, 3 J 3. 

Ilk, each. For compounds, see icli> 

lll-a-haylle, 198, ill luck to you! ill 
luck on it ! 

Indoost, 201, 351 : see eodooit. 

Induyr, 24, endure. 

Infude, B3, infundo. 

Intrast, SIR, eelrace, entniced (F) 

Inwytt, 25*, within ; woldes invytt, 
seems to mean, wield or b^ave your- 
selves within this place; {does not 
it mean 'caramand your thoughts' 

a)? 

lo, 9, I90^an tscUniation in driving; 
perhaps an obsolete imperative of go, 
which makes iode or yode in the im- 

JoDKMOHTiNe, 140, CutgTBve bas a 
similar word in a reflective forai : 
■' Be gtiermenter — to tret, afflict, or 



«x himself fan old and nuticta 
'ord.)" It is We used actively. 

Jowke, 313, A dissembler r v. J. 
"jouker." 

1st, 166, Is it. 

Iwis., certainly. A.S. ge-wis. 

K. 
KatTLi, 99 When a hen has laid an 

egg, she utters a joyful loos (tor/ 
termed taekliMg ,- but when she hu 
ceased to lay, and la denroua of Ki' 
ting upon her eggs, «he emits a very 
ditterent cry, termed eluMng. Mr. 
Hunter bM confounded the two de- 
scriptions of maternal language. 

Kamyg kyn, 187, the kindr^ tf Cain. 

Kasar, 134, Ctasar or eaipwar. 

Easer, IB7, addressed to koigbta. 

Kele, see keyle- 

Kelle, 312. a caul, part of a woman's 
head dress. 

Kriy, 90, read Hely, 1. e. Ely. 

Kcmptuwa, (141), or Kenipen, a small 
town between the Mass and Khino, 
not tar from Dusseldorfl 

Ken, 9, [O, &c to cause to know* to 

Kepe, SS2, takys kepe, take beed. 
Eepe, 333, to meet, as in Gawan tnd 

GoL. L 14. " The kt^t kepit the 

king." 
Eeyle, S3, KeiUe, 37, t« fool, to aa- 

Knave, 18, 34, a boy. A.S. cntpft. 
Koket, 311, cocked, perl, apish. 
Kon, 3, to learn, car know. 
Kun thank, 13, 55, to tbatik : sttvoir 

gri. 
Eyd, the past wtTlJciple of kjthe. 
Kyn, 46, 48, fandred. 
Kyn, 33, oo-kyn* no kind o£ 
Kynde, liS, begotten. A.£(. acgnfed. 
Eyndly skilJe, 1J2, the eonUtvaiic* *f 

beluga of thy own kind. 
Kynke, 309, to draw the brwth audibly, 

like a child In the kink-cough or 

whooping cough. 
Eyppia, BOt 113, bokena, or bekhea. 

■■ Gip, when the breath is stopt on a 

man's beinc ready to vomit. Bay 

has wrote tnls word kep." WaUon. 

HaLGL 
Eythe, 47, &c to make evideott to 

Ryihe, 46, 48, one's own. countiy, pa- 
tria, pmnounced abort, kith. It is 
used by tiruune in this aanse, " We 
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be oameo atle «f kyitde oT Germonie, 
That duic«d bai the Breton* here of 
ther kfthe." See alio p. Flougli- 
nuD, f. ill h. Ljie and Jamieson. 

luLDS Ki&t 1 13, WM delivered- 
IiOgb, T7, lav. 

Lakan, 104, a pitj thing, a tof. 
Lake, 96, lOS, to plaj. " And if him 

luat far to layke." P. Flougbmaiu 
Lake, 141, plaj. O. Oemi. leib, ludus. 
Langett, se, q. a dlmin., from lingua. 
Lare, (9, lore, learoiag. 
Late, S69, to seek : see la;t- 
Lawd, SS, SM lewd. 
Lavdjft, lOS, tbe laudea or Uuda, th« 

concluding part of the Matin* ter- 

vice BUDg beCweeu 3 and 1 A.M. 
LairTeUe,3l4, the romance of LaunfU 

oraiLuin&L 
Lfi7,ao,lav. A.S.lag. 
Layn, 56, 52, to tarrj, alw to conceal, 

1S7, 398. 

Lajiii aecrecj, 143. 

LayBe, 56, the plural of U7. which lee. 

Layt, IBS, to seek. The occurrence 
of tUi North-Engluh word in Sir 
TriitT*m n utHitxi by a writer on 
(he Eaglub Dialecta in the Quarter- 
ly ReTUMT, (Mwdi. 1836,) a« a proof 
that It it a Northumbrian and not a 
Scottish production. Sir W. Scott 
and Dr. J., were both puzelad with 
the word, and hare given erroneous 
interpretationa of it- 

Laytt, Z3B, a learch, or seeking. 

Z.ajth, 73. loathsome, i^Iy. 

Leche, 10, a phvnciaii. 

Lede, 345. AA. leod., a people 
tion : in iede, ialtr gtnlet. 

Ledcr, si, loi, Iwij, ^uggish. 

L««, OS, shelter. 

Lefe, 98, to beUeve. 

L^e, 169, 174,190, to sUedge or dte? 

Lageante, ISI, alleglMiw. 

LMbe,4fi.aUe. 

Letck 91. true. 

l^me, 99, to abine, to glitter : see Le- 
myog. 

Lemman, 79, 83, S98, formed from 
leyf, (dear) and man, in Uke manner 
as woman from wif-man. It argues 
strongly for the antiquity of this 
work, that whiUt Chaucer InvsrlaUy 
usee this word in its lecondary or op- 
probrious sense (like the French ckere 
amie) It always bean in thete Mys. 



teriea ita primary and simple loean- 

ing— « ieax or bdoved persun. 

Lemyogi 9, tbe name of an ox. It 

^gaifles beaming, like Ibe aun. 

imet* were fcarmerly etHei ' leem- 

[, 85, to tarry. 
329, ft small basket. 
Lepe, 9f , t« str^e out, begin ? 
Lere, 38, to cause to learn, to teacb. 
Les, 4, lese, 5, leawe, S, a lye. 
Letht. 193, perhapa quietneaa, tras- 

quilitj : see Lye- Hlitht, gMttiu, 

IranquUlua, 
Lever, tbe comparative degree of leyf. 

I were lever, I had rather. 
Xievering, 69, a pudding made with 

Leverd, 239, delivered. Y.D. 

Levya, 39, 116, lightning. 

Levyr, 30, live*. 

Lew, lew, 33, look, look, the courser's 






eof theb 



Lewd, 117, unlettered, 01 

Lewte, 36, truth, byalty ; from lele. 
l£yde,2i, 173, aman. A.S leod, the 

Leyde, 37, lead. 

L^4 4, (lefe, leiC) dear, belored t b»- 
leyf. 164, fiuewell. 

Iieyfe, 3, leare. 

Ley-knd, lOt, unploughed land. 

Leyn, ta A.S. lieDai), to grant the 
use of a thing to another « b&nee the 
two derivative meanings, L, to |dve 
the thing itself, II., tolend it only. 

Leynd, 58, 61, same as layu, to tarry. 

Llg, 15, 30, to Ue down. 

Ligfae^ 12, lies. 

LiaU pleasure. 

Lite, 7!, strife. 

Litb., I,li^t. 

LUhe, 337, a jidnt, or limb. In tbe 
M.G- It signifies a limb or member. 
See Rom. xiL , 4. Lye'a Supp. 

Litater, a dyer- IceL tit- color. 

Lofb, 75, praise. 

Lofyng, 10, praising. A.S. lof. poaae. 

Logbe, S35, la\^^ 

Lokyn, locked. 

Lokys, 308. Lo(d: je, the northern 
imperative pluraL 

LoUar.SlO. In Uiemlracle.play otlhe 
Advent of Antlchriat, he calla Rnoch 
and Elias Imelgra, and comparing this 
with tbe rhyme In our text, the pro- 
nunciation of the word aeemi at that 
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' tbw to haredUfend fhnn the Muod 
n^w f^ven to tk» flnt lylUle. The 
li^ndsij fbundtUon af tbia nirMle- 
plaj u to b« Ibund in the Anglo- 
'8m» botnilr dt adetnln AnHebruH 
printed at Ihe end of lire's die 

Long, 30, the lungs. 



'a owing to or occarioned Sj i 



Long. It in long of, 78, (it belong! le, 
8.)ltU ■ " 



Look, Ood look you I God look ^ov~ 

■bij on jou. 
Loppjn, SS, lopi^ flew. 
Lord-feil, 98, excenivelj lordlj, tike 

A.S. utlkfiMt, unquesHoMbly triK, 

wuldor-fint, excMdingly gloiioui, 

&c 
Lordii^, 53, the deicenduit of a noble 

iuNue: li^ it the A.S. patronjnric 

termiiiatioi], as Wodening. the bod of 

Woden. 
Lots, 18, (hat which is learntv leara- 



Loiyd, 60, leinied- 

LoK, SOS, g, 8S0, prtiae. 

Low!) 60, STnonytnouB with lurdan. 

Lote, 109, lownesg, louting, nr sneak- 
ing P 

Loten, lOO^ He aour. 

Lotbes, 140, that whicb is loathsome. 

Lnmrf, 177, 207, correspondg exactly 
with the old low dutch loonen " to ask 
money for warei, to set a prit-e on 
goods, to rate." Sewel. 

L^t, 1 8, Id paj reaped to a person, to 
nlute in lowly wise. 

Lore, 36, to praise. 

LoTjng, 8, jn^se. 

Luddokyt, 313, *< I.uddab or lende. 
Luuibus." Prom. Parv. q. has this 
any connexion 7 

Lufe, SS, hand, palm of the hand, 

(S.) 
' Lufly, -i, lovely. 

Lurk, 137, a Areq. from Germ, liiren 
uluUrePfS.} 

Lurdan, 60, 30S, &■;. a dissolute gocd- 
Ibr-nothlng lazy fellow. Stevens has 
Lourdln, nuiievltu, tVom Lourd »- 
eort vel toeori, obttuut. Diet. Fr. lat. 



given by the Church <^ Rome to the 
place in which it ii supposed th« 
righCeoui were confined befoTe our 
Ssviour'g death. 

Lynde, SO, the linden or Hme tree. 

I^re, SS, the fle^ " As any rote bar 
rude was reid, her lyie wea lyk tbe 
lillio." Ch. Kiri:. st. 3, compare thb 
with 325, LSI. 

Lyte, Uttle. 

Lytfae, 263, to BMUBge. 

M 

Mafa, 330, my faith I 

Make, a mate. 

Halisan, a malediction, ■ cuTse. 

Malle, 9, ^e name of an ox. 

Mangere, 89. eating: mangyng, 90, 

hence munching. 
Mare, 8, more. 
Mare, 198, a dtemon, supposed to be 

from mara, a northern sjririt Hence 

night mare. (Naret.) 
Mark, 164, dark. 
Marrow, maroo, 1 10, a compeer or as. 

Bociate j thus a pair of shoes are 

fflotrotPf to each other. 
Mase, 5S, 60, the 3rd person singlilar 

of may to make. 
Maatre, 3, 55, magisterhim, mastery j 

also ski!!, artifii-ialness : " maistilte. 

nagiiieritant aveemaistrlseiWfeftMr." 

Stev. 
Masyd, 184, flniB?.ed, bewildered. 
Mawgre, 239, mal-gre, ill will. 
Mawmentry, 217, idolatry. 
May, 264, &c. 10 make. 
May, 67, a maiden. 
Maylle, 89, ■ travelling trunk. 
Maylle esse. 111, mal-sise, illness. 
Mayne, 52, night. A.8. megn. 
Maytt, 170, confounded, stu[rified. 
Measse, 30, a mess : 59, leprosy, scurry, 

Mede, desert, reward. 

MedUle-erd, S3, 36, 53, 300, tbe mid- 
dle habitation between heaven and 
hell, the world. In the A.S. trantk- 
tiunsof the Vulgate Scriptures, Ivrni 
i» rendered eortbe ; mimdta, middan. 
card, from middan, the middle, and 
eardian to inhabit. 

Mednyn. medicine. 

Medy's,2, themidat. 

Mere, meve, tn Uove. In A S. thelei- 
ter f between two voweb was pro- 
nounced as OUT V. 

Mekille) mkkle, much. 
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Mene, to haVe in mindv to Tomember. 

M.G. man, piUe, eagito, 
Slente; 9*, ahuuaahirid O. F. mewiet 

Bee menje. 
Mener, 1 17, q. handtoine P Fr. msnicr ? 

. see Cotgrave. 
Meng, 35, to mingle. 
Menik, 159, respect, hoaouT, metuefiil- 

Measke, G9, to do honour to. 

Ment, 35, eee mene. 

Menye, iio, es, i a noun of muUl- 

Meneye, 69, 309, ( tude, having in ge- 

Mene^e, j neral a relative slg- 

iiificBtion according lo the head to 
which it Is annexed. Thus the 
nieneye of a king is hia court and 
retjnue ; of a general, bis army ; of 
MoseB, the i:angr^ation of the 
Children of Israel ; of our Saviour, 
his disdplea aud hearers. SomeCimea 

. it simply means an assemblj or mul- 
titude, A.S. maciu or niKnigu, the 
word uaed by ,£lfric in hig Hepta- 
teuch for the congregation of the 
children of Israel. 

Mershalle, a fanier, ■ blackamilb. Its 
original nieaning is one who attends 
to Dorses. Stevens explains mares- 
chal, both aa fabtr ferrarius, and me- 
decin dea chevaux. 

Meg, 145, the mass. 

Mese, IT5, to calm or allay. 

Mesel, 14,63, mea^^ afflicted irlth 
leprosy or scurvy : " mesel, lepntiu, 
elep/umlieus.y Stev. 

Mesure, 251, perhaps mis-ure,unineiici- 
Allneas. 

Uett, 97, measured. 

Mevid, 34, moved, see mefe. 

Mejn, 10, to compkiii. (S). 

Meyne, 103, the bass part in singing. 

Meyt, 62, meet, fit. 

HId, leaser. Germ, min, M.G. minDist, 
least 

Mii-saea, £30, what is mia-saiili lies. 



Mosip/Di, 89 f what we have b^ged. 

A begipr's bag h called a moniping 

bag. 
Mod, 40, must.. 



Mone, 1 34, the nlooA, he n here ipohen 

of in (be Biuculla^ as in tha A.S. 

and all the GolUc IwiguigM. 
Uontanas, 63, se« unjs. 
More and min, the gr«*teru>d the 1ms. . 
Mlordh, 9, tlKaameofaaoser bcrse 

" Moreau ou morel, tqtmt aig t r ." 

Stev. 
Mot, «93, may. AS. 
Mow, S18, to make mouths. 
Mowche, 320, to spy, to be an eavea- 

dropper to. 
MowUe, 88, for MeU, Mary. 
Mownt Flascon, 141, Fiascone, a town 

situate on a Mounts^ sear ViUrbo, 

la Ittdy. 
Moyt, 179, to mtMt oi discuss. 
Muf nor mum, 59, see 194, and mom. 
Muk, 21, manure. Y.D. 
Myclte, much. 
MyGhers,216,308,cheatet*. "Hyche, 

to cheat, artftiUj." Cr. GL 
Mydylle erd, see medille. 
Mydyng, 90, ■ dungfaill. Y. D. 
Mylne, 87, a milL 
Myn, T3, to have in mind, to rem«m< // 

her. See mens. 

Myrk, 1 67, dark, see mark. 
Myafare, 67, to go wrong- 
Mysfowndyng, ii88, S90, erroneoui 

trift). Seefownd. 
Myster, 90, to need. 
Mytyng, 96, a term -of Midearment. 

N. 
Napavd, 320, grasping: "neapens, 

both hands full?' Cr. Gl. 
Nar, 37, Higher, nearer. 
Nate, 217, to have occasion for. See 

Nately, 102, 31 s, in order, neatly. See 

Cr.GL 
Nawder, 12, neither. See nother. 
Nawre, lOS, 267, the negative ofawro, 

never, applied to a porliou of time. 
Neemly, 105, nimbly (?) Connected 

wiUi ninuin, to take, steal ? 
Neeveye, 27, descendants. See J. 
Nefe, SOI, the first. Y.U. 
approach. 



Nelghboun. 
and the 



Gly. has neeld 

simile occurs in the ploughman';;! 
3720, Soche tTiliers Witte is 
worth a nelde. 
Nere hand, t&T, almost, vc^ry n«i^e, 
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N«i^ 111, 159, nam: hence ncMe, a 
pnimontocjr, M Uolderaoaei &c. 

tieati, 1 13, teoder. 

NeTen, 20, 58, to nane, ifetk. Id. 
oefiM. 

Never the wheder, 78, ntfrer die itm. 

NevMTwbere, nowhere, «8. 

Newes, 46, renews. 

Nicholle Needj, 90. 

NighterUylle, IBS, the night time, Uut 
which it rechmeA nign ; ««• taylle. 

No-k^uB, no kind of^ no wrt of. 

Nold, !J51, ue wold, A. 8. would not. 

Noii;bi 1 1 S, called in Smknpetra, &c. 
the noBOC. Can it be a aubeUiitive 
ibrmed bj adding the twnduetion 

t^OriMM tODOWi 



Nory»he,219, J - nonce or nurae. 

Nose, 8, a nobe. 

NoU»r, e, aaiiiet. 

NoveU, 33, news. 

Nowcbe, 325, ft btoocb or clasp. 

Hoy, 94, ailn<7e^ hut, 397, &i>, to 

N«7e|64( 136, annojance, "hurt. 
Nooning, 234, a noeD^i^ or Biestai in 

noying-at noon ? 
Nojte, note 5S^ biuiMa^ occupaliaa, 

N;cht4M Sant. 101, the patron of 
Thieves: " guetleur de cbeminfc one 
of St. Nicb^ax ClmkcK" Cotgr. 

NyfyU, 718, trifles. 

Nyk me not with nay, 267, occurs in 
Oawan and Gologras, L 9. Vnne berne 
njkia you with nay. J. 1st. nilia, 
negare. Germ, nicfas, no. 

Nylle, 89, ne witle, I wiU not. 

Nyse, 337, stupid, fooHsb. 
O. 

Obbtnq, 1 94, obedient. 

Oder, 319, other. 

or your knees, 141, od yoar ittrea, 

Ctebt, 89, augM, anything. 

Oker, 162, usury. 

Omys, 227, amin. 

Oa Aunently oeeura where modem 

Ei^hdl hm (^ as on left, alofl ; see 

see tSao, worth. 
Onbeld,I54,boweddcr«Tt. Ihoug.Virg. 

faaSiMMU, 437,41. 
Onethes, scarcely, with dlfflcalty ; see 

etbe. 



On(»ie, 130, at once, Imnwdlately, 

Onys, 25, 35, once. 

Oone, by thne, \S6, of tbemidres. 

Oone Teste, 199, firmly > 

Oost, 173, oyse, ati inlet- of the sea ? 

Or bostia, a sacrifice ? 
OotUe, 36,ahoBt8lrror Inn. ItseeMa 

to be a different word fti»n Astire 

or Alstre. 
Oppoe^ 195, 193, ftr appifse, to ques- 

Or, before ; or none, before neon. 

Ore, 295, the same as are. 

Olhere, aeeasi to be somet^nea used as 
Ifae plural oi other, as in A. 8. 

Otiter^gates, 10, otherwise, 

Oure, 159, over. Y. D. 

Out-home, 193, 321, an out-kw. This 
epithet is borrow»!I from the Scottish 
forms of law, as wolf-hcail is &om 
the Eoglisb. See J. mib voce Horn, 
*' tn put Co Che horn, to denounce as 
a teheli" and "Hornare,aii outlaw." 
Sappl. 

Out-lE^he, 49, sn out-law. 

Out-rydars, 172,203. 

Out of bar, 197, out of hinge, out of 
order. Used in Doug, Virg. 

Over set, 1 97, to be more than a matck 
for a person. 

Overtwiiart, 85, Iransversly. 

Ow, 58, incumftU mM, the present tense 
used in that sense in which we now 
employ the imperfect ought; Me 

P. 

PaniMEBs, 325, toads. Bfockett ex> 
plains it " a ffogi never appTied to 
a toad." He is reflited bv the old 
proverbial saying, "tbou slores like 
a paddock," thou starew Qke a toad. 
Any one that has boked a frog and 
a toad full In the &ee fbr a few mo- 
ments will be at DO loss to decide 
which it is that etorea. 

Pall [992] i»'operTy menu rich cloth 
of silk t it is here used to Ugaify 
some coanjer description'. 

Faitryk, 90, a partridge. 

Pask, 1 79, pat^a, the paschal lamb. 

Pau«C& 35, powHV dominion. N. P. 
Poeste. from potestas. 

Pay, S4, to pte«e: well pUd, piauei; 
ill payed, dlspleraed. 

Fayn them (67) refers to the threat 
used in Ic^ precqits " under pain 
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vFour dig(d£Mure," or " of forfdting 
80 much money," The writ of sub- 
ptEBt is nimed from its "pHjaing" 
the peison who didiegards il in b 
penally of £loa 

Peasse, IT, to make quiet. 

Pent, SOS, pended or appended. See 
appentys. 

Feifettei, 36, profits P 

Pertly, 17T, fin- apertly, openly. 

Perray, 75, 173, privy. 



is well known as the resort of the 
I^Bwyers after dinner. The writer 
perbap« intended it in this place for 
the judgment hail of Pilate. 

Pes, iS2, pays. 

Pestelle, 89, the leg of a pig, with the 
shank on It. 

Peter, 29, by St. Peter I as, Marry ! 

Peyre, 306, peer. 

Pight, 225, nrength, pith. 

Pit, S3, pitch, Y. D. 

Pike-faBraes, 9 j see p^ke and hames. 

Plete, 89, B94, to plead. 

Pleyn, 188, to complain. 

FhuD, 33, perpendicuUr. 

Ployde, 9, ploughed. 

Ply^t, 74, 271, signifies, I, an obliga- 
tion ; II. the penalty on the breach 
of it J. 

Po, 99, a peacock. 

Pope, mentioned, 146. 

Foae, 95, the disease commonly called 
a cold, a catarrh. 

PraMawte, 319, prandng ? 

"Pra»e at partyng," used 320. ^f 

Preasse, 55, a press or crowd. 

Prefe, 61, prove, (as mefe). 

Prent, 199, to imprint, to niailc in, in. 



Presayce, 47, predous ? 

Frest, 184, ready. 

Preve ; see prefe. 

Prophea, 9sa, prophedea- 

Prow, 1 1, profit. 

Pmft, 39, to prove. 

Fyke, 292, to steal i "picking and 

stealing." 
Fynd, S8, 40, put to pyne or pain. 
I^nde, 313, pinned. 
I^e,31,pe>iii, pain. 
Fystylle, 100, 143, t. an episUet II- 
. any rellgknu narration. 



Q. 



Quantyse, 56, 205, cunning. 

QUBite,in, 16, 37, 46, of, 81, in good 
spirits, hearty. 

Queme, 2, 3d3, pleasure, that which 
is agreeable, See wbeme. 

Quest mangers, (1 72} occurs in Chau- 
cer, and Is eiplained by Mr. Tyn. 
whltt to mean " packer* of inquests 
juries." 



Quetatone, 193, whetstone ; lying for 

the whetstone is a well-known gibe. 
Queyd, 6S, bad. The Queed is used by 

P.' Ploughman for the Devil, u 

i ntmjsf in the N. T. 
Qwart, 45, 50. See quart. 
Qweasse, 111, whese, I5S, to wheeze 

or breath with difficulty. 
Qweyn, 70, a female, stiU used dis. 

grocefiiUy, 
Qwite, B, 1 5, 25, to requite, A, S. j wi- 

tan : hence, blood-wite ; whlte-renta, 

or quit-rents ; eft-white, to restore. 



Rad, afraid ; radly, the adverb formed 
trom it. 

Badly, 65, quickly. 

Kafe, 18, raves. 

Sagman, roll o^ 311. On comparing 
various passages in which this word 
am>ears, the compiler is led to think 
it was generally used to siffnify my 
authentic catalogue or list, drawn up 



Rake, on a, 141, at a swift pace. 

Rake, 167, to go, or travel. 

Rakyd, 105. See for-rakyd. 

Bam.ak;t, 25, at skittish as a ram t 

Kamyd, 98, over-reached? Brocket! 
has " rame, ralm, niwm,to reach any 
thing awL-wordly or greedily, to 
stretch after." 

Bathly, 326, quickly, readily. 

Raw, 100, a row, especially the alpha- 
bet. 

Rayd, 1 73, arrayed, set In order. 

Recolde, 92, recollect. 

Rede, ta advise, to counsel. 

Rede, advice; counsel. 

Rede, 113, ready. 

Redless, 2S5, devoid of counsel 

Reepe, 13, ''a bundle of corn, parcel* 
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of which are laid hy the mpen to ' 
be gathered into iheavea hy the 
binders." Br. 

Refe, 201, to bereave. 

HeSysj see renderars. 

Rehett, 143, 198, to threales. 

Rake. *, to reck or care. 

R«kyU, I^S.iacenw. A. S.recela, de- 
rived from lit, Tsek or amoke. 

Releawe, 1?,CiUD'a$arnoii apparently 
BviUonuorserf t and tbereleMM, a 
manuBiiHloii, which Cain immedUte- 

Ij pTDDUUDCea. 

Retne, realm. 

Ben, 49, SZ, to run. 

Rene, 141, a man, especlaily a atntng 
man. A. S. rinc 

RenabjUe, 199, reasonable f (see J.) 

Rendenrs of teSjs, SOS, probably 
mcana those "bo undertake to restore 
Htolen goods for a reward, as is prac- 
tlaed now a days with Bankers' par- 

Renyi, 29, radn*. 

Re[wefe, T. reprove) s. reproof- 

Rerd, SS, S6, a voice, noise. 

Res, on a res, with violence. 

Reatorete, 90, a restorative. 

Reve, 50, to bereave. 

Reve, 1 97, to rove away or escape. 

Itew, I. (54) to have compastlon on; 
II. to repent 

iti'wylle, iSS, a tnniull. "What a 
Reul'sbepe?" Thoresbj's GI. 

Reyfe ; see reve. 

Heylle, 27, a reel. 

Reylle, 91, to drculate f t05, to ram- 
ble about. 

Ri);htvys, righteous. A. S. 

Bo, 36, 2E2, rest, Genn.ruAeO.O.rawa. 

Hofe, 257, the past tense of rive, to tesr. 

Riik, 28, a distaff, Y. D. 

Rollarj see court. 

Ron, 56, run. 

Rose, 10, to prdse, and see ruse. 

Ruwne, 68, 235, 1. to counsel or con- 
sult; II. to nhisper : the flnt or 
primitive sense la that in which it is 
used In this work. It is allied to the 
M. G runa, connJtum, and on com- 
paring the two copies of Layamon it 
will be found that where the old MS 
has rune, the later has rmawtg. 

Riiwners, 313; see the verb -above j 



GLOSSARY. 



Royse, 3, prdse ; see iWf. 

Rud, the rood or cross. 

Itud, the red iians of the complexion i 

Rug, 207, to pull roughly. 

Rugh, rough- 

Runk, 6S, nmken, 313, probably the 
same word as rowkare in Ahp. Ha- 
milton's Catechism, 1551, fbL T I, ' ■ 
rowkar and rownar' ■*■ 'a man or 
woman, that is ane towkar and donbil 
tcuDglt.; Germ, runaen, rauidtare. 

Ruse, 191, to praiae.' 

Kyalle, 141, royaL 

AySbn, 1 1 , riven, torn. 

Hyke, e(<, a bin^om, A. S. ritx. 

Ryu, 41, toniD. 

Rype, 1 1 2, to search or examine. 

Ryal, S6, rat, peace P 

Ryst, 122, rest 

Rytt, 167, rjot? 

8. 

Sadly, 173, gravely, earnestly. 

Saghe, 49, a saw or saying. 

Saghe, imp. of to aee. 

S^Ies, S09, blameless, innocent. 

Sam, 18, 27, &c., together, M. G., aa- 

Samyne, 94, tb« same. 

Sangie, 95, Binging. 

SanC, saint. 

Saulis, 10, souU. 

Sawgeoure, 310, a soldier. 

Sayes, 47, saws, £Byings. 

Saylle, 23B, a hoIL 

8ayn, 4, the plural of sav; Germ-sagen. 

Sayne, 37, 47, jonartr, to heal; 199, to 

make safe, to protect. 
Saynt, 103, savn it (P) see sayn. 
Scape-thryil, 17, a thriftless fellow. 
Scathe, 46, ir\jury. 
Scry, 149, to shriek C?) 
Seake, 5, to set. 
Secturs, 326, executors. 
See, vide look. 

See, for saw, the imp. of to see. 
Sek, as, a sad: : sek-band, the string 

tied round the mouth. 
Sekyr, sure, certtdn. 
Selcouth, extraordin&ry, fhtm A. 8. 

uld, seldom, and culh, known. 
Self, is frequently used a4jectlvely, m 

' the self body and Ibe same,' S83. 
Sely, umple. . 

Sere, seyre, 7,33, 47, various, diSerent 
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Seven, 85, 97, 1 1 S, tu gel Uiinga in, to 

put them in order; &iul see H3. 
Sew, to fuUuw ; hence, eziaue. 
SejUe, 2S, 163, hafqiineaa : it is pioba- 

b!y tiie root from wiiich tiie A. S, 

o%, happj, is formed. 
SejmJand, 25, dissembling- 
Share, 188, imp. of shear, (o cut off. 
Shek;ls, 99, *gue or trembling. 
Sbeoe, 122, bright 
Shent, 6, S9, the past participle of to 

Bhejnd, which see. 
Shetb, 173, "a portion of a lield." 

Brcickett. A. S. sceadau, to divide. 
Shewed, 49, e8t.'hewed, avoided. 
Shejnd, 64, tu ruin, to destroy, to put 

to shame. 
Sho, 104, she. 

Shog, ^1, to shake from side to side. 
Shone, 29, the plural of ^oe. 
Shontt. 303, to sconce or ward off (?) 
Shope, 12, shaped, created; ic is the 

word used to express the creation In 

the A. S. scriptures, &c. 
Shrew, to curge. 
Shrew, a cursed fellow. 
Stuife, 336, lo call to confesuon, to 

bring to account. 
Shrj'fe, 283, to perform the ceremonj 



Shiyke, 26, to shriek. 

Shyre, IS, altogether, entirely. A. S< 
wjre t hadU, dieer, as sheer non- 
Side, 311,31 2, wide, Urge. 

Sitfae, 282, way, joumev, it also means 
a time, punatuni fmfwrit^ 

Sitben, 10, afterwards. 

Sitt, 4, lighiiu, (rather sorrow ; see J. 
in V. lite, S). 

Skake, S9, a mistake of the copjist for 
skape ( ?) see the next word. 

Skap, 199, escape. 

Skarth, S8, a sherd, or broken piece. 

Skaunce, 17, 199. a deceitliil jest ( ?) 

Skawd, 114, a scold. 

Skawte, 3t9. 

Skaylle, 90, a goblet ; the very ward 
applied by the J^mbanl Alboin to a 
cup made of '.be akull of a fallen ene- 
my. See Paulus Diac lib. I. c 27. 
Genn. scliale, patera, poculum. 

Skelp, 95, (v. 210) a slap or blow with 
a flat instrument. 



ttjott- 

.lie, n 

Skome, 61, to ask jeeringly. 
Skruw, 229, a Kmll. 
Slape, 17, slippery. 
Slewthe, 314, slutb. 
Sleyght, 173, a trick or contrivance. 
Slo, 16, 36, Ac to slay, sloer, 50, slayer. 

sione, 84, slain. 
Slokyn, 1 17, to slake or quench. 
Stose, 116, sloth { ?) the old Norlbum- 

brian changea th into s, as before 

observed. 
Styght. See slevglit. 
Slyie, S6, 59, 281, such like. M. G. 

taaleiki. it has been confounded 

with swylk ; but slvkeis acompound 

of tu^a and fie, (A.'S ), swyik of fwj 

Smeke, H, smoke. 
Snek, 107, the latch of a door. 
Snoke-bome, 68, a sneaking fellow. 
Socaure, 26, ailccour. 
Soferand, 55, sovereign. 
SMhe, 91,asow. 
Sole, 30. a dwelling, hall. 
Sond, wbatever Is sent, either the mes- 
senger, or the messsge. 
Sone and skete, 54, soon and quicklv. 
Sotelle, subtil. 
Sutbe, truth: sothefastneaa, 51, un- 

Suestionabie truth. 
len, 89, past participle of seeth, to 
bcol; hence sodden. 
Sow, 92, 198, to emit a murmuring 

Sowch, 319, tbessmeas sow. 

Sowe, 59, 61, ti; ensue or follow. 

SowIle,87. food, (S) 

Sowre loten, 100. 1 93, sour leaven ia de- 
rived from 'leaving' the piece of dough 
to ferment, loten means the same, 
and is the past participle of A- S. 
betan, to leave. 

Spar, 23, to shut out. A. 8. apaerran. 
Spart,91, 311, spore it. 
Spell, 94, 141, to relate or declare. 
S]>ence, 210, wliat is spent or to be 

spent. 
Spill, to destroy. 
Spitus, 31, spitefulL 
Sponys, 90, spoons. 
Spnt, 130, to spring. Germ, spreissen. 
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S^jr, to ask, to enquire. 

Stad, 236, put particip. of stead, to 

Stae. 31 1, a horse one yeit dd. 

StsUe, IE, 29, a place. 

Stalled, 195, placed, fixed id 8 place. 
See stold. 

Stan);, 1 90, to Ming. 

St»llJ^ 9, atones. 

Stark, 154,aUff. 

Starne, a etar. lal. rtiama. M. O. 
■tairnona, tteUa. 

Sted, A, to place oneself, to stop. 

Stede, a place. 

St«glie, 46, a ladder, or stee. A. S. 
stlgan, to climb, to aicend. 

Stere-tree, 31, t6e rudder j or It may 
perhaps nieao the tUter bj wbkh the 
rudder is turned. 

Steven, a voice. A. 8, stefii : at set 
stevyn, 284, at the appointeJ time. 

Stevjnd,286, 302, 304, to ascend; from 
steghe, a ladder, and wejrnd, to go. 

Sleven, 185, to ascend. A. S. stlgin. 

Stoid, 33 : see stalled. Germ, stellen. 

Stolt, 9, the name of an ox. 

Stott, 113, a .young bull. 

Stound, a short apace of time. Old 
Danish, stwndh. 

Stowlie, 313, is twelve sheaves of cotd 
piled up, secundum arlem. 

StDirnd, SGO, an acute pain. 

Stovr^ 131, trouble, Texation : a peri- 
lous situation. 

Strenkylled, 283, gjirlnkled. 

Strete, 16, 45,a hlghwaji the Roman 
road to Barimghbridge is always 
called the high street, Or the street. 

Streved, ISO, strewed with rushes alter 
the old English ^ahion, still kept up 
(if not lately discontinued) in the 
dining room of the Trinity House 
at Bull. 
Strewyd, 53, destroyed. 
Strutl, 49, stubbomneas, obstinacy, 
» strowtingly or astrut, Turgide." 
Promp. Parv. 
Stry, thou old, I4S, q. from the L> B. 
stria, striga; O. Fr. estrie; Ital. 
Strega, a witch. ? (S.) 
Sly, 16, a narrow lane. A. S. atiga. 
" Bridle sty, apri»»te way for hurses, 
but not for carriages." Watson's 
Hal. Gl. It occur* In Sir Trlatrem, 
p. 1 51 (and is dubiously explained by 
J.) ano'her proof that the poem " 
not Scottish, hut Northutnbrian. 



Sty, 300, to aaeeui 

Stynt, to stop. 

Styrt, 239, stir it, move it, 

Stylhe, 47, firm, sUble. 

Sudary, a naplin, or the face clotb oT • 

Sufieran, 5, ITS, sorereign. 

Surry, 141, Syria. 

Suapowse, 1 13, suapicioD. 

Swap. 206, a blow. 

Swayne, 53, a servant. 

Swell, 197, to die. Y. D. 

Swepe, SST,B whip. Dan. svipa..f)ajMHui». 

Swete, 25, to sweat. 

Swevyn, 339, a dream. 

Swogh, 1 36, a tnnce, or swoon. 

" — [he, 188, the rushing sound of the 

Swongen, 337, past partlcip. of swinge, 
to beat. 

Swyllte, 293, such, reapeetbig its deri- 
tion see slyle. 

Swynli, 25, to toil, toworii laboriously. 

Swyme, 8, same as swevyn. 

Swythe, quick. 

Syb, 162, kinsman. 

Syhre, Sir, 194. 

Symnelle, 243, a fine kind at bread, 
probably biscuit ; perhaps the phrase 
may mean, his hip^ are too hot to 
bake biscuits, which require a alow 

Syne, 89, afterwards. 
Syn, 13, J . ^ 

Synthen, 161, J ■"™*' 
Syryn, 68, Cyrenlus. 
Sythcn, 53, afterwards. 



Take upon, 19, 80, to suspect (?) 

Talent, 69, dedre, inclination. O. F. 

Tase, 124, takes; as tnase for makes. 

Tast, try, touch. 

Tatyrd ts a fojlle, 4, tattered as a foal. 
A wayward Yorkshire lad, who af- 
terwards acquired some notoriety in 
the world, used to reply, when re- 
buked fbr his rags and sbvenly 
httbita, " There'a nae tellins what 
a tattered foal and a ragged Std will 

Taylle, 50, tale or number; 177, ac- 

Ten, 7, tenth. 
T^n, s, teeth. 
Tenderly, 140, attenttrely. 

Teut, 32, tenth. 
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Tent, 27, S8, to take heed to. 
Telhde, SS, lull of tempera, ill tem- 

Tern, 35, to Mid or provoke. A. S. 

Teyn, 34, giieC 

Tejnd, 4. the tenth, tjthe. 

Tban, See then. 

Thar, to need : the 3rd person sing, ia 

frequently used impersonBllj. 
, Thirmes, t08, guU, derived fram 

tbeAnn. A. S. hUeitinmn, ilt ; tbear- 

inu, tn^Jinii, U»m,fibri». (Lje). 
ThsmjR, 103, (?) me tharnys, used 

impersonaUj. 
Thame, 136, to lack, to need, to want. 
Thaym, IT, tbayr, the objecti 

poasetaiTe cases of thaj, they. 
The, to thrive t so may I the, so may I 

The, tiee. 

Thee, "47, the thiab. Y. D. 
Then, is used aa a disjunctive conjunc- 
tion Instead of nor in several passa- 
ees, as p. 50, (1. 3 from bottooi) 53, 
(L 5) 267, S86. It is the A. S. Ihe 
ne, combined Into one word. 
Thertylle, thereto. 

Tfaew, 12, service; 49, power, sttenMh. 
ThO) 31^ the oblique case plural of 

that 
Thole, to suffer. 
Thooer-flone, 92, a thunder-bolt. A. S. 

Ma. 
Thore, there. 

Thrafe, 13, a Ihrsve Is 94 sheaves. 
Thrall, 18, a bond-man. 
Thraw, ISI, a short space of time, 
Threpe, £41, to aver with conUnued 

pertinacity. 
Threyn, 291, the oblique caje of three. 
Thro, 128, earnest, eager. 
Throle, 24!, earnestly, eagerly. 
Thruffhe, 290, a flat grave stone. 
ThryUe, 209, to pleroe through. 
Thryng, 1 45, 1 93, to squeeze or press ; 
p. t. throng, 95 ; the substantive 
throne, H squeezing crowd, is derived 
ftomit. 
Tburt, 251, 317, the imp. of the verb 

thar, which see. 
Thusgstes, 295, in this way, in this 

Tbwang, 103, a word used by Hak, in 
in bU aSected Southern English. 
Old Genu, gi.thuing, coaetio. 

Thyse. the plural of this, these. 



Til, see tn. 

To and til, as well as fro, are used 
indiscriminately with reference both 
to time and placet as, 'to we be,' until 

Todedir, S3S, read togedlr. 

Tome, 1 1 3, empty. 

To.mome, 376, to-morrow. 

Ton, 124, ta'en. taken. 

Tomamentes, 252, Torments (P) 

Toute, 9, the flindanenL 

To-year, 230, this year, formed like ti>. 

day. 
Trane, T9, 1ST, 163, artifice, contri- 

Trmnt, 145. 

Trast. 36, trusty, 5S, U) trust. 

Trattys, 150, chatter? (Is it not ra- 
ther the common word "trott," en 
old woman ? S). 

Traw, 50, true. 

Tnwe, 21,10 trow. 

Tray, 34, trouble. 

Trayed, 2T3, t>etTayed. 

Trete, on, 308, in an entreating man- 
ner : see J. " to trtit." Atrete, tiac- 
tim, Promp. Porv. 

Trlstur, 310, the place allotted to a 
person in hunting. 

Trone, a throne. 

Trowage, TO, tribute (?) Wyntown has 
trewage, and Brunne treuage in the 
same sense- O. F. treuage, a toll, 
custom, tax. or impoaition, Cotgr. 
But in Bobt. of Gloucester, it ap- 
pears to mean fiaiig or allegiance. 
Eym WylUm adauntede that fiilc 
of Waly*, and made hem here hyn 
truage, and byhote hym, and hya. 
Trus, 28, to pack, also to go. 
Trussell, 12, a pack or bundle. 
Twbarl, see over. 
Twyfyls, 313, two-folds. 

TwjlC 220, to twlch, or pull hastUy. 

Twyo, 1, 15, 49, to divide or separate : 
it also signifies sometimes to part 
oneself frmn, or depart tnta. 

Tyde, 140, an hour, a time, a portion 

Tydely, 87, neatly. 

Tyne, 31, (one syllable) to lose. 

Tynt, 96, 118, (two syllables) Uny, 

very snialL 
Tjnt, 4, past part, of tyne. 
Tjr, 86. 
Tyre, 126,toplay thetyrant(?) Aterm 

adopted Tcom hawking(?} c£ 143, (S.) 
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Tyre, 143, to tear. 

Tjte, », 4o, quidi, iwiA. Uattx the 
old Yorkshire tdage atlitdiiw, tu tvn 
Wiggoner* •scendiog a hill, "i" 
tjrtter up, help t'other up.' 

Ai tjte, guan aiMw, u Boon SB pOMiUe. 

Tythand. 47, S, tidiiigi.. 
C. 



um] drca, and Lhiok. 

Uouluule, 75, to aludoir, round about, 

Uobajn, 242, unaccommodsting. 

Unbjchld, 249. See bychjrd. 

UoceMautlj, S3, inceNantl;'. 

Uncejll, S4, uotitppioeu. 

Unoopand, 179, unwiae, igtioraiit. 

Uncouth, 63, A.S. uncuth, uoknowQ. 

Under-lowte, 185, aulyects. 

Uodentande, 367, to undertake or pro- 
mise (?) 

Ungayn, at, 16, kuionTeiiientlj. 

Unglad, BO, deprived of gladnew. 

Ungratily, 79, 872, improperly, unbe- 
cominffly. 

DoboneBt, 57, dlahoaour^e, 

Unnes, 325, the Noitbumbrian dialect 
for unetfae, Bcarcelj, vur, 

Cnpoawo, 5, the aiweoce of peace. 

Uuquart, SS, to caat into bad cpirits. 

Uorad, S38, bold, imprudent. See rad. 

Unrid, 21, 84, cruel, serero. 

Uncejlle, S4, unhapjuoeai. See lejUe. 

ITuM^t, S3, disturbed, disordered. 
J. (GnU, uiiiw«et (?) Old Genii, un- 
MiM ia Bmilied to tlie Devil, S.) The 
most proMUe etjmon ia un-u^e<i' 
for, nnlanentod. 

Untew, 33, unto- 

UnthankjB. 12, from un (privative) 
and tbank. 

Unweld, 77, unable to vleld tmeaeUI 
not active, 1<4. 

Vn'wjai'f, 176, unpleasingly. 

Unja in montanae. 63, probaU^ a mis- 
lake in the original copyist lor uuya, 
ewes. (Sic MS.) 

Up.a»^oirn, S43, topa; turvy. 

Upilev;ajng, 397, ascending, from up, 
and stevjnd, which we. 

(-'re, experience, 99. 



VajUe, 203, a nward. 



Venyance, S9, ro^geance. 

VenmeDt, verily, truly. O. F. 

Veray, true. O. F. 

Veryoi^ 90. verjuice. 

Visyon, the land of, 36, Terra Viwenis 

in the Vulgate, the land of Moriih 

In our translation. 
Vokett, 305, an advocate. Low Dtitch 

Vogt. 
Vowgard, 330. 
Vyage, 26B, a joumey. 



Wafyg, 15S, vagabonds. 

Waght, in, 338, in pledge, in gage or 
wage. 

Walk-mybe, 313, a AiUii^ milL 

Waloway. an exclomalion of grief. 
A.S. WaJa-wie. 

Wan, 57, went : from win, to go. 

Wandreth, 21, 137, peril, mi»fortwie. 

Wanhope. bt^letsneEs : wan is useil 
both In M. G. and vanaus other 
Gothic dialecta to denote want or 
deieet. 

"Wap, ise, to wrap. 

War. 56,41. beware; take care ! 

War, worse. 

Warand, to warrant, to guarantee, 

Wanlan, 283, exiatlng, the present 
participle of weorthan, to be, or be- 
come. Germ, aardgn, (while thou 
Aiwf the can of it? S.) 

Wai-ison, 67, 71, 136. a reward, or re< 
compeose- 

Wark, 27, to ache. Y. D. Vide Chau- 
cer, Beeve'« Tale. 4,028, in Jolm-ia 
speech. 

Warle, 19, the world. 

Wallow, 60, UG, lis, a wulock or 
wizard. 

War-oute, 8, 319, a term used in driv- 
ing. 

Warry,5, I to curie. The word 

Wary, 25, 43, ) is uaed by *lfWc iD 
translating Gen. xxviL S9, corres- 
ponding to the passage at p. 43. 

Wars, worse. 

Warle. 31 1, wear it, spend it. Y, D. 

Wat, 8, B wight, a man. 

Wflte, 7 1 , wote, knew. 

Wate, 317, wet. 

Wale, ^fS, tu pursue; third person 

Wathe, 33, game or prey of any kind 

token in busting, Bahing, &c 
Wullyo Strele, 30S. The tna taolM, or 
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■ni'ilky way. In tlie " TralUe of Or- 
jiheuB)" Kdln. 150a, he is pregetiteeil 
as giflng to beaven " bj "VtiMjiig 
Strele" to seek his vife. It is nUn 
mentinneH among other conitells- 
tions in Dong. Vir^, 85, 43. 

Wat-wiok, 30. 

Wave, 192, to wapder or stray. 

Wawghes,31, wbtw. 

Wax, on thj.sn, of thj growth. 

Wei an inlerjection need at the eom- 



determtOHte meaning. See Cr. GL 

Bub voce Wa ! 
Wed, !BI,BpMge. 
Wede, 136, to become mod. 
Weld, to wield, to govern. A. S. 
Welk, 289, imp. of walV. 
Wele-wo. See waloway. 
Welknd, 63. boiling, zihions, fervent. 

A. S. weall«n,/OTw™. 
Welle, 144, very; welle wara, &r 

Welner, 108, well-nigh, almost. 

Wcm, 73, a blemish. 

Wemlea, 184, immaculate, unspotted. 

Wemo! 12, 48, 277, HD eiclunatiaa 
demanding attention. Wemiiy ! 11, 
the tame. 

Wend, 38, imp. of ween, to think or 
suppoae. 

Went, 55, the past participle of weynd, 
to go. We still use lie Imperfect 
tense, I went, for I yode, the real im- 
perfect of I go, 

Wenysnd in the, 13, 109, 357, an ailu- 
■ion to the belief that actions under- 
taken In the wane of the mson would 
be unsucceasfuL Cf. Cebs. Bel. Gall. 
1. 50. Tac. Mor. Germ. li. (S). 

Were, SB, 137, to defend. A. S. we- 

Were, 35, doubt, uncertmnty, Sax. ; 

SIS, guerre, war, confiislan. 
Weahen, 309. washed. 
Wei, waxed; grew. 
Wey, 173, a man, properly a warrior. 

A. & vrlga. 
Weyn, 57, 133, doubt- 
Weynd, to gO| imp. went; paat part. 

Whake, 53, t« qtukei (bodie, whakerg.) 
Whannow, SS6, what now ? 
WhlTtfiiUe, 45. 8ee quart. 
What, used adverbially, as, what they 

stepe hard.' (105) how hw^i they 

they sleep! 79,80. 
Wbaynt, quaint, cunning. 



351 

Wheme to, 5o, 53, in a pleanng, ac* 

ceptable manner. See queme. 

Whik, 113. quiuk, living. 

White, 106. See eft, and quite. 

M'hite-home, 9, name of an ox. 

Whore 109. where. 

Will, " loat in error, lueertain bow to 
proceed." J. 

Will uf rede, devoid of counael. he* 
witdered in judgment. 

Wo(le,3t. See wood. 

Wiwhe, 34, wo. 

Wold. See weld. 

Wold, 49, dominion. 

Woldea. See inwytt. 

Wolf-heada, 193. as 1, an outlaw. "Ut* 
lagus lupinum geiit caput, quad An- 
glic^ Wool/tihead dlcitur." See Co. 
IJtt. 1 38, b. where are several other 
extracts from ancient writers to the 
aamec^ecL 

Won, 39, wont- 
Won, 3, to dwell. A. S. wunlan. 

Wonden, 333, wrapped in a vindtng 

Wone, pi. wonya, a dwelling place i 

Wone, to, posaessioTi, from A. 3. win- 
nan, to gain, to win. 

Wood, mad. A. S. 

Wome, 151, expended. See warle. 

Worthe, 326, 263, to become; what 
shall worth on me? what iball be- 
come of me ? 

Woteya. 49, know ye ; the Northum- 
brian imperative pluraL 

Woth, 3(, perverseness. 

Wo worth, 131, woe befidl him! 

Wragers, 85, 308, wranglers (Col- 

Wrake, 33, revenge, 

Wrangworiy, wrongfully. 

WrMt,58, 178, wrest. 

Wrathe, 373, for raith, quickly. 

Wreears. See wryers. 

Wrigbtry, 36, the buatness of a wright 

or carpenter. 
Wrokyn, 48, paat partidpte of wrake, 

to revenge. 
Wryers, 85, 308, pervertera ? betiay- 

ers? 
Wyghtly, 150, quickly, actively. 
Wyt, 1 97, wicked. 
Wyn, 5, joy, pleasure; 32, 40, profit ? 

pomessionsF (S.) 
Wyn, to enjoy, to gain. 



...Google 



u tke SouUiem Eu^uh for jeO' 

Wv». SOj 

Wyse, 69 ( to direct or iiiBtruct. 

Wy«li,7l3 

Wytterly, 50, correctly, Mcotding to 
good infontMlion. Old Swediih wi- 
terlikt 1 it is alio the same in tlie aid 

Y. 
Yue, 3T, 68, apt, re*dj. 
Yates, gate*. 

Yede, joie, the imp. of to go or gang. 
Yel. 11, yea, yea. 

Tei ditizince dontancet 144, j'al dile 
■am doutancc. 



Seeyhea 



Yelp, boaating. 
Yeme, 197, 283, 303 

Yecde, 77, a wand. 

Yere time, IS, ear-time, plougfaing 

time. A. S. erian, to plough. 
Ybeme, £0, tervart, to observe or keep. 
Ying. young. Where it la spelt with 

■n o, the rhyme frequently requires 

it to be pronounced ying. 
Yl-a-hulle See iU. 
Yngland, 10T,Bpunningallugion to the 

ingle or fire (F). 
Yode. See yede. 
Yowthede, 73, youth. 
Yoylle, 199, yule, Christmas. 
Yrk, 167, obstinate. 



',* Dele the inteipretaUou of Mompgru above. If the word is used with 
Tef««nce to the aheep, they are probably so called from their mumping way 
of eaUng ; but may not ■■ foder our mompyns " be a sort of slang mode of es- 
preanon for eating in general i 
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